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Chapter I 


r 


It was the day on ■which the medical students 
had heard the result of their examination, 
and there was a hum of eager ^'oices on the 
steps of the University and along Carl J[ohan 
Street in Christiania. E\'en those A\'ho were 
disappointed felt a peculiar desire to shout 
Hurrah, because, if for no other reason, they 
could now put away their books. 

“ It’s no good working’ hard either, for you 
can get no further,” said Harold IMark, as he 
put his arm within that of his friend Wilse, and 
the two sauntered up the Palace Hill. 

“ Ah, I suppose you feel you ought to have 
got something better than a first class,” said 
Wilse as they stopped at a bench and sat down. 

“ No, but it’s so funn}’’ to think that we must 
now go about and pretend we know all about 
it. How absurd it is, to be sure ! I feel as I 
sit here that I must be only half awake, and 
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^Yani to mb my eyes. But tell me seriously — 
have I really been asleep until now? ” 

“ You asleep? ^Yas that what you said? ” 
Harold iMark was fair and pale, but the 
features of his clean-shaven face were regular 
and full of rivacity, and the laughing grej' 
eyes bad a mischievous expression. Those eyes 
had more than once during lectures sent little 
flashes up from his paper with the question : 
Is that all? And once when the surgical 
professor had gathered the students ro\md the 
operating-table, and was swinging his scissors 
and boasting of his own achievements, Harold 
electrified the others by saying; “Yes, but 
I thought Hippocrates, too, knew all about 
that.” 

Harold’s mother was a widow bring in a 
little west-country toAvn, where she had started 
a school. She kept him well supplied with 
pocket-money, which he often spent with a bad 
conscience -, for her letters, \Yhich were always 
gentle and kind, were so serious, and he always 
wanted to lake the whole rvorld as a joke. He 
worked by fits and starts, and took difficulties 
like a kind of boxing ; and then he would idle 
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for a time, quite certain that even then the 
others would not easily catch him uj). He 
dressed well, was a prize ski-racer, played the 
violin, and would, when his allowance admitted 
of it, hire a horse and spend half the day riding 
about the surrounding country. 

He loved nature, and looked at it wdth the 
pleasure that others might have in listening to 
music. He felt in himself the undulation of the 
hills, drank in the fragrance of the earth and 
foliage, and the light from sky and fjord. Then 
when he came home, refreshed and light- 
hearted, he would he back in his rocking'-chair 
with the feeling that it was good to be alive. 

Yet there was alwa)='s something tapping at 
the window of his heart, and that Avas the 
thought of his mother. She had had a hard 
struggle to make her school a success, she being 
such a radical, and the little town so con.^erva- 
ti^c. Her letters often breathed despondency 
over the veiy little she managed to do, and he 
knew that she was quietly waiting for him to 
come and help her. 

He was soon to see her face to face now. In 
a few days he would be sitting in her little 
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cottage, and perhaps then there .would be other 
things besides his degree that her eyes ^YOuld 
ask about. 

“ You look rather down in the mouth,” said 
Wilse. “Is it true tlial you’ve been offered 
the post of demonstrator at the Unh'ersity? ” 

“ Well, what if I have? ” said Harold, 
pushing his grey felt hat back from his fore- 
head, and whistling up into the j^ellow' leafage. 

“ Oh,' of course you think such an offer’s 
nothing for one who’s iust out of the egg.” 

“ But tny dear chap, how can I begin to 
teach young fellows things I don’t know 
myself? Do you think I’m a gramophone 
that’ll 3ust stand and give out what other people 
have howled into me? ” 

“ What about the rest of us then? Besides 
3'^ou must get to w'ork at something ! ” 

“ Well of course I must try to get away and 
really learn something.” 

“ To Germany? ” 

“ Perhaps, or up in .the country, if possible 
to some out-of-the-way place.” 

Wilse started. “ You in some out-of-the-rvay 
place ! ” he said. 
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“ Why, do you think it does one any harm 
to be by one’s self for n time? ” 

“ But to learn medicine? ” 

“ Well, eveiything has to be looked at in 
connection with something greater. Did it 
never strike you as funny that we insist upon 
doctoring people, but if the poor devils ask' 
whether it’s worth their while to get Avell again [ 
why then we’re at a loss for an answer? ” 

“ How confoundedly serious you are to-day ! ” 

“ Perhaps I am,” said Harold with a little 
embarrassed laugh, as he rose and pulled his hat 
forward. “ Well, well,” he continued, “ ,we 
shall meet at the dinner this evening. Don’t 
forget to bring j'our sister. So long! ” And 
with his grey hat a Utile on one side, the sturdy 
young man hurried away up the hill under the 
yellow trees. 

It caused a sensation when, later in the 
autumn, Harold Mark accepted an appoint- 
ment as district-physician in the far north of 
Finmark. His fellow-students gazed at one 
another. Could this devil-may-care fellow, who 
was in his element on the asphalt and in the 
ball-room, be. going to turn himself into an 
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Eskimo? When they heard from him later, it 
was all about journeys in a reindeer-sledge over 
snow-fields, of nights in Finn tents, or in a 
sleeping-bag with the snow burying him while 
he slept, or of a voyage in an open boat and 
stormy weather out into the Arctic Ocean to 
{ see a Finn-Lapp fisherman who wanted some- 
! thing strong to take before he died. Harold 
wrote of it as if it were all fun and he enjo}'’ed 
it. 

A couple of years later the newspapers 
reported that he had rallied the fishermen in a 
conflict with the traders up there. His friends 
were puzzled. Surely he was not thinking of 
getting into parliament? 

When he had been in the north five years, 
the papers announced that Harold Mark had 
gained a scholarship to enable him to study 
abroad ; and one fine autumn day he was seen in 
Carl J ohan Street with a timid little wife on hi& 
arm. 

“ But you never said a word about being 
married! ” saidiWilse, who was now at the 
State Hospital. 

“ Come along to the Mirror Saloon and have 
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dinner .with ns ! ” said Harold, and the other 
consented. 

Harold !Mark seemed to have grown bigger 
and stouter, and he swaj^ed from side to side as 
he walked. His fair beard made him look older, 
and his once so alert eyes had acquired a far- 
seeing expression that reminded one of auroras 
and snow-fields. 

“ Let’s find a good place! ” he said when 
they had entered the dining-room. “ Oh 
dear! ” he went on, “ I see I’ve turned into a 
Finn! I’ve brought my hat in with me ! ” He 
threw it on to a chair and rubbed his hands 
together, his face glowing with delight at being 
among people again. 

“ Thora ! ” he said. “ This is the place where 
the elite of Christiania exhibit themselves when 
the theatres are over, so you must eat with awe 
and reverence.” He ordered an abundance of 
wine, and when he raised his glass of white wine 
. and threw back his head and drank, he resembled 
a pleasure-lo\'ing sea-captain who had at last 
reached a gay town. “ Your health ! ” he said 
“ and to memories of old times ! ” ’ 

His you'ng wife Avas the daughter of a light- 
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hoiisc-keejjcr up in the north. She was a 
brunette, with small, regular features. Her 
throat was long and beautiful, and when her 
brown eyes found courage to look at you, she 
reminded you of those young mothers that 
Raphael loved to paint. 

“ She imagines she possesses talent and can 
learn to handle a brush,” said her husband, 
stroking his beard-, “and that’s why she’s 
dragging me to London and Paris, for nothing 
else would satisfj- her. It’s a way these sea- 
birds out of the polar night have. They’ve sat 
still and dreamed so long, that there’s no 
managing them at all.” 

“ You surely don't mean to say that you’re 
going abroad for iny sake! ” she ventured to 
saj’^ anxiously. 

“ Don’t worry yourself, my dear ! Wilse 
f knows me. I say, Peter, there’s something that 
j Ellen Key calls the art of living. Do you know 
' anything about it? ” 

“ Ko. But you constituted yourself a leader 
of the people up there. That was very 
philanthropic of you.” 

Shut up and don’t say a word about 
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philanthropy. There are things that can irritate 
,yoii and make yo\T so angry that at last you 
can’t contain yourself, but must go for the low 
cads. The art of living ! I’ve been pondering 
over that expression. Here am I, for instance, 
sitting among clean people and eating with a 
silver fork at a table with a white cloth, and 
yet — ^well, I can’t quite manage to feel only joy 
and gladness over it all, for half my inner 
consciousness is with the thousands that at this 
moment haven’t even salt to their soup.” 

“ Haven’t you had enough of your arctic 
Lapps yet? ” ' 

“Oh dear yes! When you’re up there, 
sharing both their vermin and their rags, you’re 
dreaming all the time of this — of ^ roses and 
champagne, and slow, swaying waltz music. 
Your conscience is in one place, and you your- 
self in quite another. And a fellow like that, 
with so little knowledge of himself, goes 
doctoring other folk ! The art of living ! 
That’s a good expression ! W aiter ! Another 
bottle, please.” 

The day following, Mark’s friends met on 
the quay to wish the covrple a pleasant journey. 
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Harold liad turned up the collar of his grey 
overcoat, and kept his wife close to him all the 
time. He seemed to fear she might lose herself 
altogether if she moved a step from his side. He 
was going to England to watch the masters of 
surgery for about a 3'ear, he said, and then to 
Paris to the Pasteur Institute. But it’s not 
certain,” he added rvith a smile, “ that in the 
long run I shall be able to carry such an amount 
of wisdom. Goodbye! Goodbye! ” 

One fine September day in the following 
j’^ear, he was walking with his wife along the 
Boulevard de Mont Parnasse. Once or trvice, 
raising his black felt hat, he stopped to ask a 
passer-by the way to the Cafe de Versailles. 

That year an unusuallj* large colonj’' of 
Scandinavians had begun to gather in Paris, 
and their rendezvous was the Cafe de Versailles, 
where Scandinavian newspapers were to be 
found. In the long, narrow room on the right, ' 
which ended in the billiard saloon, well-knouTi 
Scandinavian artists might be "seen as the 
evening advanced, sitting at the card-tables 
.with their glasses beside them, or absorbed in 
the home newspaper, or shouting with laughter 
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at some good story. The gas-jets burned dim 
in the dense atmospliere; there was a buzzing 
of all kinds of languages, and the click of 
billiard-balls came continually from the room 
beyond. Now and then a stranger would come 
in past the two rows of tables ; but the look he 
received from every one told him that he was 
an intruder, and us a rule he would feel 
that the best thing he could do ,was to go oxit 
again. 

Harold Mark and his wife, however, were 
soon quite at' home here. She was pretty and 
unassuming, and he was lively and had a 
thousand things to talk about. " Ah, here 
comes the doctor ! ” came from the tables as he 
entered the cafe whistling, with his black felt 
hat on one side ; and a few women followed him 
with their eyes in the mirrors on the wall as he 
passed. He would sit down at a table, order a 
glass of black beer, and blowing the foam off 
it, would begin at once, with merry eyes and 
laughter, some amusing story. 

It occasionally happened that some one would 
come in with a grave face, and ask at 
haphazard for the doctor. 
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“ He's 3ust gone into the hilhard-room.” 

“ Do you think he’ll come with me? 

?ft’ife’s been taken so ill.” 

“ You’d better go in and ask him.” 

Harold always went when he was wanted, 
and although it was difficult enovigh for him to 
manage on his small scholarship, especially as 
it had to do for two, he could never be induced 
to accept a fee. ” Nonsense! ” he would say 
with a wave of his hand, putting on his hat as 
he moved towards the door. “ Hope you’ll 
soon he better ! By the bye, .have you got such 
a thing as a match here? ” When he had 
lighted his cigarette, he looked back once more 
with a smile as he shut the door, and then ran 
down the stairs humming. 

He had been a year in England, but it was 
Paris that really opened his eyes. He saw a 
city unfold itself, not only as a collection of 
houses, parks and monuments, but as a poem on 
earth. The Pasteur Institute was here, too, 
and in its two heads, Roux and Metschnikoff, 
he at last found teachers whom he felt no desire 
to tease. In the laboratories there, it was as 
though the very future of mankind were being 
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prepared. He was there every day : there was 
something for him to do there. Then there were, 
the art galleries. It was Paris that brought him 
really to feel the deep, mysterious cniotion 
produced by the contemplation of a masterpiece. 
He walked with his wife through the Touvre 
galleries with wide, observant eyes, intoxicated 
by the ■wealth of light and colour that met him 
everjwvhere. “Thora! Come here!’’ ‘‘No, 
Harold! You must come here! ” They often 
kept together and would stand before some 
picture in a reverence too deep for words, and 
would finally clasp hands with a smile. 

It was here, too, that Harold experienced the 
hitherto unknown enjoyment of getting into a 
quiet corner and becoming absorbed in the 
great world’s press. He only needed to turn to 
the left instead of the right in the Cafe ,de . 
Versailles, and he was . at once miles away frohi 
his * countrymen. “Where’s the doctor this 
' evening? ” some one would ask. “ Oh, he’s 
■ buried in his newspapers on the other side.” 

“ Ah, then it’ll be no use speaking to him,’’ was 
the general remark, accompanied by a shake of 
the head. 
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It was while reading the world’s newspapers 
here that Harold really began to form an idea 
oi life in the world. This at last was something 
more than school geography. It is rather 
irritating to he going about on a little planet, 
and not even knowing what is happening on it. 
What do we know about Rumania? It is a 
word, a school lesson, hut what is Rumania? 
There is so much floating in one’s mind in a 
half-light, a half-mist. There must he an end 
of this. 

It was a strange journey, s^vift as thought, 
whenever new horizons opened, and limitless 
expanses disclosed themselves. This w'as not 
historj”, but only an immense moment, the 
gigantic Row, that swept into his mind from all 
sides, Rew York became a li\-ing thing, and 
the next instant it was Slelbourne, Vienna, St. 
Petersburg, Berlin, London. The immensity of 
this life flared up within him in great gleams 
and qiuckened his pulses, filling him -with a 
strange feverislmess. At first he would sit and 
let his fancjT take up all this rnaterial simply out 
of curiositi*, like a globe-trotter who wants to 
see everything. Outside in the street he could 


The Face of the World 


23 


hear the roar o£ the city, the rumble o£ the trains 
passing in and out of the Mont-Parnasse 
station, and omnibuses full of people, often 
running on only one jvheel round the corner into 
the Rue de Rennes. And in the world’s news- 
papers there rose the same subdued roar from 
telegrams and articles, but this was the long, 
heavy waves rolling in from the immense ocean 
of humanity. Then came a day when he became 
more than curious. Things here and there in the 
various countries began to be of great moment 
to him. His mother!s eyes seemed to rest on 
him and ask him what he thought of it. A strike 
in Valparaiso, an attempted rising in Barcelona, | 
an arrest in Moscow, a massacre of Christians in ' 
Mesopotamia, the tyranny of the trusts in 
America — these were things that carried him ■ 
away and made bis hands tremble. The world 
became more than cities and scener3^ and life 
and tumult; it began to reveal its spiritual 
features to him. What did he think of that — 
and that— and that ? He who at home had never 
been able to attach himself to any of those 
moribund political parties, now took a side ; he 
sat here overwhelmed by the immense view of 
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but it was the veiy fibres of his heart that 
branched out all over the world. 

^Vhen he rose and started for home, 
eveiy thing that was close to him had shrunk, 
even the Pasteur Institute, even the fact of his 
being a doctor; and when he reached home 
and looked at his wife, she had grown indistinct ; 
he saw her indeed, but saw many other things at 
the same time. 

“ Where have you been to-day, my dear? ” 
he would ask. 

“ At the Louvre, of course.” 

Thora Mark no longer clung nervously to her 
husband’s arm. She had of late begun to 
•\'enture out by herself, and wandered about the 
Louvre alone when he could-not go with her. 
She read about art, she saw art, she dreamed 
about art. She would return, after hours spent 
in the galleries, not exhausted, but mentally 
refreshed and joyful over the great and glorious 
events of the day. Her timidity had gradually 
been shaken off. It seemed as if she had at last 
found, in the galleries, the element in which her 
being could develop. Happiness gained courage 
to appear in her face. She no longer dropped 
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her eyes when any one looked at her. but dren 
herself up ^Y^th a look of self-confidence. She 
had grown prettier, and her laugh rang out 
more readily, because the world had at last 
opened in all its splendour before her gaze. To 
the Louvre, still more to the Louvre ! It was 
as though she had thrown herself into this flood 
of colour, lines, and light that had swept in from 
all ages and lands. To the Louvre I Still mo-re 
to the Louvre 1 When she left it, she felt as if 
she could, fly. At a festive gathering in the 
studio of a Danish sculptor, she astonished 
everyone by moving into the middle of the room 
with a light scarf, and dancing with such fire, 
fantasy and grace, that they all stood round and 
gazed. “ Where did you learn that, Thora? ” 
asked her husband, drawing her aside when she 
had finished. ‘‘ Learn it? ” she said. “ Didn’t 
- you see it was Botticelli, stupid? Why you 
might ba^’e seen it was his lines and rhythm ! ” 
After this they were more popular than ever. 
He improvised on his wolin, and she danced to 
it. IVhere had she learnt to dance? In the 
Lom're, she said. Then she would take her 
mandolin, in congenial company, and sit down 
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on the floor and sing gay songs y’ith so solemn 
a face that her hearers almost fell off their chairs 
with laiigfiter. Yes, Ihc}^ were two young 
people whom ever^mne was glad to meet. 
Thora had really intended to begin .work at the 
art-school, but was prevented because the 
boarding-house became too expensive for them. 
Well, it was possible to live in rooms, too, and 
there you can cook nice things on a spirit stove. 
You save on that, especially- when the wife is 
walling to do everything herself, even to the 
washing of her husband’s linen. 

They rented a couple of rooms with a cup- 
board for a kitchen in a little square high up 
near Montrouge, and these they w^ere going to 
furnish themselves. Very w^ell. “ Have you 
any furniture? ” he asked when they stood in 
the flat after taking it. “No! Have you? ” 
“ Nol ” “ Have we any money? ” she said, 

looking at him with a roguish smile. He 
mechanically put his finger into his waistcoat 
pocket. “ Money? For furniture? Where 
could I have got it from? ” They both burst 
out laughing, and sitting dowm on the floor 
agreed that at any rate they lived there now; 
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after which they went out and managed to get 
together the things that were ahsohttelj’ 
necessarj''. In Paris yon can furnish a house 
for a few francs. You put an old mattress 
against a wall and throw a shawl over it, and yo’^* 
have a splendid sofa, which moreover at night is 
a bed. A couple of glasses, knives and a sauce- 
pan cost a few sous, and on the wall they 
fastened with drawing-pins two or three photo- 
graphs, and then stood and admired the effect. 

“ It’ll be splendid! ” he said, putting his ann 
round her waist. “ Well, I never thought it 
w’ould be so easj' to start housekeeping! ’’ she 
said, bending back her head so that he could kiss 
her. 

They still managed to meet their friends, here 
as much as anywhere, for at any rate there was 
room to sit on the floor. “ Come fed, but not 
drunk,” was the invitation. The entertainment 
consisted of songs, stories, dancing, a glass of 
tea with rum, and cigarettes; and this was 
enough to make the guests forget to go, so that 
it was not until the small hours of the morning 
that they stumbled down the stairs. 

Tong after they were gone and Thora was in 
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bed, Harold still stood at the window, looking 
out. AVbat was he thinking about, and u’hy did 
he stand there? 



Chapter II 


The little lampshade of green cardboard 
had the effect of confining the light to the 
wntmg-table, .where Harold’s fair head was 
bent over a book, while Thora sat in the shadow, 
darning his socks. Silence had reigned for so 
long that the squeaking of the mice in 
the old brick walls was audible, while from 
\\nthout came the distant, muffled roar of the 
great oily. 

“ mat are you laughing at? ” said Harold, 
raising his head to look at her, but at first not '' 
able to see her in the gloom, 

I m certain it’s not medicine you’re reading 
now, Harold.” ^ 


“ Is there anything verj^ funny in my not 
reading medicine? ” 


^ ou VC no idea how often your expression 
changes when you’re .sitting like that and takincr 
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part in revolutions and cutting down enemies 
and improving the whole .world. Ha, ha, ha ! 
I can’t help laughing.” 

He rose and went to the other side of the 
room to fill his pipe. 

When you’re reading your own science,” 
Thora went on, “ you’re really so good-looking. 
You look as i£ you were standing upon a 
mountain, looking out over a country that 
you’re going to march into.” 

You ought to write poetry, Thora. You’^'e 
got imagination.” 

And you ought to read less of that rubbish, 
and then you wouldn’t be in such low spirits.” 

“ I’m reading Alexander Herzen’s ‘ From 
the Other Bank of the River.’ It’s perhaps the 
mine that one of these days will blow up the 
tyrannical power of the whole of Europe. Do 
you call that rubbish? ” 

She sighed and looked at the lamp. They so 
often sat here now, they two alone, and yet 
they seemed to have less and less to say to one 
another. He no longer got her to go out Avith 
him, and she had to go to the galleries alone 
now. They often seemed to be standing looking 
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at one anotlier across an empty space that grew 
ever wider and wider. 

“ Yon women are strange,” he said, when he 
had finished filling his pipe. 

Her head came suddenl}' forward into the 
lamplight. “ What? What did you say about 
us women? ” 

“ Well, you’re contented with such an 
awfully little bit of the world. That’s all.” He 
lighted his pipe, and the flame of the match 
flickered over his face. 

“ And I can’t conceive why it should be 
necessary for a doctor to rummage about in all 
that,” she said, beginning to dam again with 
rapid stitches. 

“ Oh! You can’t conceive that, can’t you? 
No, of course, nowadays a doctor ought to bury 
himself in some special subject, such as nose and 
throat, and be blind to everything else in the 
world. Then you’d be satisfied. But I can 
assure r'ou I’d just as soon become a hatter. I 
want to know what’s going on around me. I 
want to take part in what the world’s doing, or 
I can t have any idea about the ^people either. 
Do you understand that, my dear? ” He took 


The Face of the World 


33 


two or three turns up and down the room, and 
his step grew quicker. 

“ But does nothing happen in the world hut : 
what is wrong?” she asked, her needle still, 
moving rapidly. 

Hm ! He took his pipe out of his mouth and 
stood still, looking at the lamp. For it was 
true. He himself felt as if the more he enlarged 
his horizon, the darker did the pictures that he 
saw become. The bright scenes of his youth 
seemed to be growing dim. They were only 
shadow-feelings that were now called forth in 
him — ^indignation, anger, desire to attack. He 
remembered almost nothing of Finmark except 
the thraldom of the fishermen to the traders, 
nothing of England except the dreadful slums 
in London. It came more and more to be the 
newspapers that determined his state of mind, 
and the newspapers were full of cries for help 
from all over the world. They beat in upon 
him, took possession of his thoughts, and were 
beginning to disturb lus sleep ,* and if he tried to 
shake it all off in a night of revelr>% he would 
stand by the window afterwards as if looking for 
something he had abandoned. 
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“ It’s not my fault, Thora, that most things 
in the world are as they are,” he said at last, 
going back to his seat at the table. 

“ But will they be any better because you 
mix yourself up in them? ” 

There was a pause, and she heard him 
breathing hea\'ily. “No!” he said at last, 
quite softly. “ That’s what’s so dreadful — to be 
so powerless.” 

An hour later she rose, saying, as she clasped 
her hands above her head and stretched herself, 
“ Well, I suppose you’ll be sitting up late 
again to-night? ” 

“Oh dear no! I’m coming in a few 
minutes,” he said, looking up from his book 
with a smile as she left the room. 

They had bought two iron bedsteads cheap, 
and these now stood in the next room. IVhen 
he heard that all was quiet in there, he raised 
his head, threw himself back in his chair, and 
sat with his gaze fixed on the wdndow. 

At last all was still around him. He could 
hear the nick burning in the lamp. Outside 
rose the distant murmur of the city as before, 
this city that never slept ; and behind that, still 
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farther -off, a different murmur as of breakers 
rising and falling. What was it? Was it only 
the things he was thinking about? There came 
a wave. It was the little Boer nation that had 
just risen against mighty England. Money and 
blood, money and blood! Another wave, and 
this time it was the Armenians with mutilated 
bodies and the flash of the Turkish executioners’ 
swords ; Russian martyrs in Siberia ; half naked 
Italian labourers, living on bread and water, and 
unable to read — wave upon wave, life on the 
earth, rolling by. He began to see it all as under 
moonlight. He saw spiritual leaders come 
forward, unreal and j'^et transfigured, because 
most of them ^vere dead. When he shut his eyes 
he saw it all still better, so it was not anything 
outside, but was a part of his o\\Ti mind. It was 
a world that had formed itself out of what he 
had read, world-pictures drawn with the news- 
papers’ ink. These, j pictures had gradually 
become like living beings; they had made him 
more and more their slave, and must be supplied 
with good food several times a day. Was this 
to go on? And, if so, %vhere would it end? 

When he slept he had a cold feeling that they 


were by his bedside. i>nd the moment he operf 
his eyes they were upon him. To-day i 
Spanish popular leader who was to e s o , 
remembered; and before he ha 's 
breakfast he had to go down to the stree o 
a paper nTith tlie foreign telegrams, ^ 
horrible monster in his mind must e e 
once. Was there nothing but this in t e r 
then? Could he not turn back? Thora 

right, and yet — ^no, he could not '^^ist 

away from the age in which he lived , c mi 
keep up with ever>d;hing, everything *. 

Would he become greater by embracing s 
wide a horizon? Over his work the day I'ou 
in any case continually grow broader ; and ei e 
if he walked alone, the number of his 
panions would be always increasing. Even i 
he pulled down the blinds in his room, ** 
thousand eyes jvould still stare in. tVlien 6 
opened his eyes he saw much; w'hen he shut 
them he saw more. 

Harold Mark bent fonvard and supported his 
kead -upon his hands. From without 
continually the murmur from the sleepless citj^ 
and beyond it, louder, more distant, the other. 
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tile great world which at the same time .was 
himself. 

As the warm May days passed, the frequenters 
of the Cafd de Versailles saw less and less of the 
doctor and his wife, and at last she, at least, 
never appeared at all. If any one ivent up, 
Thora was always at home; but it was evident 
that something was wrong. Now in the first 
place it was that she had no nice summer dress 
in which she thought she could appear in the 
warm weather, and for the present there was no 
way of getting a new one. In the second place 
they were both in a state of great suspense, for 
in the course of the next few days it would be 
decided .whether Harold was to hold the scholar- 
ship for another year. It was not usual for the 
same man to get it for three years, but they 
nevertheless had hopes. Friends had been at 
work, and the directors at the Institute had 
given him a recommendation that carried 
.weight ; but they both felt as if it would be an 
actual catastrophe if they had to leave Paris 3ust 
now. Harold needed another year if he was 
really to make anything out of his studies ; and 
Thora — ^^vell, she hoped that at any rate next 
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winter she could begin at the art-school. They 
might hear any day. The suspense was so great 
that they could not sleep. Early and late they 
talked of all the wonderful things that might 
happen to them if they could only stay on 
another year. They talked about it until they 
could not bear to mention it anj^ more. When 
the door-bell rang they both started. It might 
be a telegram ! When the postman came up the 
stairs, he was fate personified. What had he 
brought? They had been a little careless with 
their money of late, so that for a fortnight they 
had been obliged to dine off stewed beans and 
water, with now and then a pig’s trotter for a 
couple of sous, just to get a taste of something 
salt. But what did that matter? They would 
^Yillingly live like that all next winter, if only 
they might be here in Paris. Every day Thora 
dreaded Harold’s coming home from the 
Institute, for as soon as the door opened she 
saw the anxious, questioning look in his eyes : 
Has any word come? 

At la^ one day when she Avas standing 
washing in her little kitchen, the bell rang, and 
on opening the door she found it was a 
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telegraph-boy. She tore the telegram open 
without waiting to dry her hands properly. It 
was from home. It \vas the scholarship. 

A heat-wave was passing over Paris at this 
time, and the city was shrouded in a stifling, 
dust-laden atmosphere. Outside the little 
cafes on Mont Parnasse, their landlords, in 
shirt-sleeves, were watering the heated asphalt, 
and perspiring men were sitting under the 
awnings with their straw hats pushed back, 
drinldng iced water through straws. The 
scent of Paris itself filled the air, the scent 
of old houses, of dust, asphalt, petrol, fmit, 
vegetables and butchers’ shops, together .with a 
refreshing whiff from the numerous gardens 
and parks throughout the great city. 

Later in the afternoon Thora was standing in 
the little sitting-room before the large, cracked 
mirror that, after the French manner, was let 
into the wall over the fireplace. She smiled at 
her own image in it. She wore a light muslin 
dress with purple flowers, a black patent leather 
belt round her waist, brown stockings, and 
brown shoes with straps across the instep, e^’erj’^- 
thing being new. She had just come from the 
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Bon Mardi^, where she had only meant to look 
at a few materials for quite an inexpensive dress, 
and then — ^then she had met a friend from 
whom she could quite well borrow, and before 
she realised it she w’as entirely re-clothed. 
Never mind! They were prosperous now, and 
they w’ere going to be in Paris next year, too, 
so why should she not enjoy herself a little? 
She proceeded to put a light-colomed straw hat 
over her dark hair, the wide brim being tied 
doum over her ears in coquettish imitation of the 
peasant women of Brittany. Putting her hands 
on her hips she took a step backwards and 
surveyed her youthful, slim figure from top to 
toe, and then went through a fcAV dancing-steps 
while she tried at the same time to follow her 
image in the mirror. What would Harold say 
when he came? “ Good gracious me! Is that 
you, or is it not you? ” And then he AA’ould 
guess what had happened, and Avould take her 
in his arms and lift her off her feet, and be 
simply wild Avith defight. He must be here 
A’ery soon now. 

This time of painful suspense had brought 
them together again. They no longer each 
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went his and her own way, hut talked together 
and looked at one another like two who are 
mirrored in one another’s thoughts. And now 
it would be wonderiul to be together when this 
great piece o£ good fortune made everything 
bright and beautiful for them; so to-day they 
would make merry; it should be like a second 
wedding-day. On her way home she had 
pawned her little gold watch so as to be able to 
get a good dinner for them both, and had 
bought cutlets, fruit, vegetables and oysters, 
and a bottle of sparkling burgundy, which, with 
a little imagination, might be drunlc as 
champagne. He would soon be here, but, of 
course, she could not sit do>vn and wait ; she 
must hasten to meet him. 

She took her sunshade, and drawing on her 
white mittens, ran down the stairs. Out in the 
scorching heat, however, she almost gasped for 
breath, and hastened into the shade of the trees 
across the square, stopping a moment at the 
Avenue du Maine to let a tram pass, and then 
turning in between the rows of low, begrimed 
houses that stretch westwards towards the 
Pasteur Institute, 
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It was a district full of second-hand goods 
shops, old clothes shops, workshops, smithies, 
and warehouses belonging to city merchants- 
Dirty women sat in the street, roasting 
chesnuts, and little children with dark, curly 
hair crawled about in the gutter and enjoyed 
themselves. The young woman in her light 
dress looked at all this with a strange smile ;• no 
one heard that she was singing to herself, but all 
the time a flood of light filled her soul. Would 
he not soon come? She looked eagerly up every 
street she tmmed into. 

At last ! 

His straw hat was on one side, and he carried 
a big book under one arm, while he swung the 
other vigorously and turned out his toes. 

Will he soon see me? ” she said to herself, 
and pretended to take no notice. 'Yes, he 
stopped short, stood still and positively stared, 
while she came on towards him as if she 
expected anything rather than him. 

Why, good gracious! ” he said, just as she 
had thought he would, and then there was 

no ‘ng for her to do but stop and discover 
him. 
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They went on arm in arm. He laughed as 
he looked about him, and seemed inclined to 
rub his eyes to make sure that he was not 
dreaming. “ \ ou were quite right to make 
yourself a little smart, ’J'hora. I hope }'ou took 
e\ery penny there was to spend on 3'our 
finerj’, for we can borrow from somebody or 
other until we get it from home. How pretty 
you aie, dear! I£ we weren’t in the street I 
should take you in my arms and kiss you ! ” 
They walked quickh’ and no longer noticed 
the heat. They felt as if their happiness would 
onlj reallj' begin when thej' were alone 
together. On the third floor of their house he 
put the the key in the keyhole, and she flew in 
m front of him. 


What do you think of that? ” n-as the 
question m her eyes; and at last he discovered 
on the writing table two large brass candlesticks 
in the shape of Doric columns. He took them 
up. Ihey were heaiy and seemed like some- 
thing unreal on the simple table. 

Q^te mad. 

V\ here did j-ou get hold of those? ” 

“At a bric-a-brac dealer’s up the street. 
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How do 3'ou like them? Fancy I they cost 
almost nothing.” 

But still he did not take her in his arms and 
lift her off her feet. He put the candle- 
sticks down, and sank back on to the sofa, 
ever3^ now and then passing his handkerchief 
across his forehead, and still drawing deep 
breaths. The suspense had lasted such a long 
time. 

“ Well, I congratulate you ! ” she said, 
kissing him on the forehead ; then, hurrying 
into the kitchen, she put on her big overall and 
set about preparing their meal. There was a 
lump in her throat, but she comforted herself 
with the thought that at the festive meal she 
would get everything that she had expected. 


Chapter III 


Fok some time Harold sat gazing straight 
before him. Then he turned his glance from 
one thing to another in the little room, as if he 
could not quite make out where he was. He 
rose and began to walk up and down, and 
gradually worked himself up into a state of 
strange excitement. IVhat was the matter? 
He had now got what he had latterly been 
looking forward to as the saving of his whole 
future. The great, ioyful moment when the 
means for yet another year’s stay in Paris 
dropped, as it were, into his hand, was not to 
be to-morrow. It was to-day ; it was now. He 
ought to be radiant with happiness, not at some 
future time, but now. It made him so 
irresolute. If onlj' he could have said next 
week. If only it had been an injustice some- 
where or other in the world that he could have 
been angry about; but it was happiness. And 
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His mother had been the invisible power 
which, gently and kindly, even from a distance, 
had educated his feelings. Hers was a warm 
nature, but her warmth bad never glowed or 
flamed. It was sjmipathy with those who 
suffered, and hatred of those who made them 
suffer. 

It w’as the same, too, with the intellectual 
guides whom he had been accustomed to follow 
in his youth. They inculcated hatred of tjTcants 
and compassion for the weak ; these were great, 
heaNT shadow-feeling§. Their faith was in 
something remote and unreal, which they called 
the future. As for the present, it was some- 
thing evil. It was everything that required 
extermination or re-adjustment. And if 
nevertheless one happened — as he had himself 
done in his student days — to break away and 
sacrifice to the sun and the "women of to-day, 
amid all the gaiety there was the consciousness 
of a canker ever gnawing at one’s heart. 

The strange thing was that out here in the 
great world, he had found, without thinking 
much about it, the same spirit in the world’s 
press. It cultivated misfortunes, it fed mankind 
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■with catastrophes, and was thus deeply rooted 
in the necessity both of those that gave and of 
those that received, in any case of the present 
type of man. 

“ And I myself,” thought Harold, “ am 
sitting here buried up to my chin by the same 
forces, and not knowing whether I can break 
away from them or not.” 

“ Tra la la la! ” sang Thora busily out in 
the kitchen. She would soon come in with the 
dinner, and her eyes would be fixed on him in 
expectation of a reflection of her own joy. 

Harold rose, and opening the French window, 
went out on to the little iron balcony and sat 
down. It was so high up, and he could look out 
over the interminable city mth its sea of 
buildings now bathed in a purple twilight. 
Before him and to the left he saw the line of the 
Arc de Triomphe, and over it a yellow-flaming 
sky. Further to the left the long, golden arches 
of the Pont Alexandre spanned the river, which 
faded away, hke a stream of liquid fire, far, far 
off on the horizon. 

In the little square below, some gipsies 
put up a row of tents for a menagerie,' , , ; 


1 
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round-about. The automatic orchestra was 
already braying out its brazen tones, the lions 
were roaring in their cages, and the galloping 
horses and tossing boats were flying round, to 
the great delight of the children, who were not 
troubled by the heat, although the air was so 
sultry and heav'y that the entire city seemed to 
be panting for breath. 

“ Dinner is ready. Your Highness! ” said a 
voice from \vitbin. 

It was a pretty little table that awaited him. 
Two clean towels did duty as the white table- 
cloth, and on them stood fruit and flowers, and 
a big bottle with gold foil about the cork. The 
cutlets had been fried jvith potatoes, and were 
in the frying-pan on a chair beside the table. 
The credit of it all was Thora’s, and she took 
him by the hand and led him to his place. The 
cork was dra\\'n, and the two tumblers were 
filled uith the foaming liquid ; and as she 
touched his glass with hers, she said, wth a 
radiant smile and cheeks still rosy from her 
grcahnarj'’ exertions ; “ Good luck to you, dear ! 
much w all, you have the best of it ! ” 
press. ttsucj\gaith, my dear I ” 
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“ Aren’t yon almost wild with delight now? 
In the winter — oh, fancy! the whole of next 
winter ! Great heavens, it almost seems wrong 
to eat !” 

“ I say, what shall we do in the summer 
holidays?' Where shall we go?” he asked, while 
he went on Avith his dinner. 

“ I’ve been thinking about that, Harold. 
We!ll go on a walking-tour somewhere in the 
country.” 

“ Oh, a walking-tour!” 

“Yes, or we’ll take a cottage in the forest of 
Fontainebleau. A little house there costs almost 
nothing. And then it’ll be your turn to do the 
cooking and washing, and I — I’ll paint.” 

“ I don’t think we shall disagree about that,” 
he said smiling, as he stroked her cheek. But 
the little touch was sufficient to make her 
spring on to his knee and throw her arms 
round his neck. “ Oh, you dear, darling old 
boy ! Just think ! Paris ! Next year, you 
and I!” 

“Yes, but you must get on with your 
dinner, you knoAv !” 

“ Oh, be quiet! We can eat when we’re old 
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and grey. But drink 1 You’re not drinking 
anything! ” 

“Here’s to your health then! And the 
dinner is most delieious, dear!” 

She was radiant with happiness, and he — ^he 
could not share it with her. The great world, 
which seemed to have withdraAvn into the back- 
ground while he was in suspense about the 
scholarship, now rolled forward again, spread 
itself out, and took possession of his mind. As 
he sat there, feeling his young wife’s kisses 
on bis cheek, he suddenly remembered what 
Metschnikoff had said in his lecture that day. 
“ The unsolved problems of the world weigh 
like a nightmare upon the human mind, and it 
will be the duty of you young scientists to shake 
it off.” 

“ Oh, dear, you’re thinking about something 
else ! ” she said, giving his nose a little pinch. 

“ Am I? Well, I’m having my dinner, and 
you ought to be having yours, too.” 

She went back to her seat a little sulkily, but 
was soon smiling and happy again. But he was 
thinking of what n fellow-student, a young 
Rumanian, had said while they were walking 
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part of the way home together. “ There’s a 
still greater nightmare than the unsolved 
mysteries,” he had said; ” and that is all the 
injustice that poisons life in the world. Are 
we scientists to shut ourselves up in laboratories 
and pretend no knowledge of it?” 

The air had become still more sultiy^ and 
Thora’s face was pale, and damp wdth perspira- 
tion; b\it she did not notice it, and chattered 
on in sheer gladness of heart, with her whole 
soul in the happiness of this hour, of which they 
had both dreamed. 

Suddenly a peal of thunder broke just above 
the house. The room grew dark, and soon after 
the rain poured down over roofs and tree-tops 
in such torrents that the water splashed from 
the balcony into the room. Harold rose, shut 
the window, and lighted a candle which stood 
in a bottle. 

“Oh, you silly old thing!” cried Thora. 
” Why, the candlesticks must make their 
debut, of course!” And she brought fresh 
candles, which soon after stood burning on the 
Doric columns. 

“ 'iVhat shall we do later this evening? I’m 
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certainly not going to sit at home and darn 
stockings-” 

“ I’ll tell you what, Thora — you should come 
with me and hear Anatole France and Jaures 
this evening.” 

“ Are they going to speak? Yes, I should 
like to.” 

“ There’s to be a great protest meeting in 
the Place de la Republique.” 

“ Protest meeting? What are they going to 
protest against now?” 

“ Against the massacre of the Jews in Kiev.” 
And Harold was suddenly all fire and eagerness, 
and forgot to eat. “You must have read about 
the terrible murder of the Jews in Kiev ! 
Everyone knows that it’s the Government 
that has arranged it all. Just think! — ^the 
Government! In our day! Yes, Thora, you 
must come to the meeting with me this 
evening.” 

Thora had grown a little cross again. “ But 
my dear Harold,” she said, “ it won’t make the 
poor Jews rise from the dead if \ve go out and 
protest!” 

“ But, good Lord, Thora, are all these 
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horrors to be allowed to go on .while .we only go 
about and amuse ourselves?” 

Harold’.s breath came quickly, and he rose 
and walked up and down the room. He had at 
last regained his feeling of confidence ; he 
could be indignant and shocked, and could rage 
at injustice. A peculiar sense of gratification 
welled up within him; he had passed into a 
stratum of air in which he was accustomed to 
breathe. And now he became eloquent while 
he described the revolution which ought soon to 
break out in Russia, and after^vards over the 
rest of Europe. He grew warm, handsome and 
enthusiastic over the thought of all that would 
be hewn do%vn and cleared away. 

Thora sat with her hands in her lap, looking 
straight before her; then her eyes wandered 
round the room as though searching for some 
means of saving the evening for them. When 
at last he sat down and emptied his glass, she 
said quietly : “You won’t leave me this even- 
ing, Harold, will you?” 

“ Leave you? Why, you can come with me ! 
Didn’t you hear me say that you positively 
must come jvith me?” 
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“ Oh And stand there in the crowd 

inhaling the smell of garlic from all the bawling 
throats I I’ve been with you once before.” 

“ I say, Thora, don’t you ever think 
about ” 

“Well? About what?” Her eyes were fixed 
upon him. 

” No, no; it doesn’t matter.” 

“ I don’t tliink you ought to be so taken up 
with those dirty Jews somewhere in Russia as 
, quite to forget me. Don’t you think we have 
i the right to spend a gay evening together, we 
two?” 

Harold did not answer, but in a little while 
he rose and went out on to the little balcony. 
The rain had ceased, and there was a cool fresh- 
ness in the air, a scent of trees and flowers, and 
of a washed town. The water stood in pools 
here and there in the square below, reflecting 
the lamps of the motor-cars as they flew past, 
the asphalt shone, and above the countless 
lights of the city rose the already clear starry 
vault of heaven. 

Thora joined him there, and stood ■with her 
hand on his shoulder. For a moment they 
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stood thus close together, looking out over the 
illuminated city, the sea of red, yellow and 
white lights. The noise of carriages and trams, 
and of thousands of gay voices, was wafted up 
to them, blending into a muffled roar as of 
breakers. It was the breathing, of the city in 
the mild evening air. 

“You won’t leave me, Harold, will you? 
I’ll be so nice if you’ll stay at home.” The 
whispered words were like a caress, and she had 
taken his hand in hers. 

When they had had coffee and were sitting 
smoking cigarettes, she rose and slipped out 
quietly. Harold was left alone, and was filled 
with uneasiness. It was as though some rude 
force compelled him to sit still on a chair and 
make himself ridiculous. He felt as if he must 
free himself. Just as some men suffer through 
being obliged to do without tobacco, so did he 
feel a purely physical need of going to the 
meeting this evening, of breathing in the unrest 
in the huge assembly, the air charged with 
hatred, with discontent, with the desire for 
revolution, with indignation over the injustice 
in the world. Why did he not go ? Why was 
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he sitting there? His wife did not want him to 
go. Very well ! One’s .wife had to be obeyed. 

Thora came in with, a scarf, and had changed 
into thin evening shoes. “ Now I’m going to 
dance for you a little, just for you,” she said as 
she moved one or two chairs out of the way. 

Then she began to dance. There was some- 
thing spasmodic about her movements, as if she 
were only thinking of carrjdng him away uith 
her into her owm mood. He sat with a smile on 
his face and thought it very touching ; but at 
the same time he felt how ridiculous it was of 
him to sit there and look at this instead of going 
to the meeting. He- could see Jaures on the 
platform, hear his voice ring out, and see the 
audience sway beneath his power. 

At the same time he only just noticed that 
Thora had taken out her mandolin, and was 
sitting on the floor at his feet, singing. It 
seemed as if every now and then there were 
tears in her voice, as if she were fighting for 
something, as if it must he now or never- He 
bent down and stroked her hair, and she put 

up her mouth for a Mss, and the Mss seemed to 
' burn his lips. 
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But all this, that was so near him, seemed to 
be hovering all the time in such a strange world 
of mist. The things that were far away were 
clearer; but it had not always been so. 

He heard her say : “ Now I’m going to bed. 
You come too !” 

“ Yes, yes, I’m coming.” 

He mechanically refilled his pipe, gazing at 
the candle. He could hear her undressing, 
lingeringly, softly, and it fired his senses; it 
called to him, and he almost rose to go to her. 

” Come now, Harold 1” She was already in 
bed, and was pulling up the clothes. 

Harold laid down his pipe, rose, and went 
slowly into the bedroom, thinking, with some 
displeasure, that women were unlike any other 
living creature. If he allowed himself to be won 
over in a matter like this, it would be a little 
difficult to face his own reflection in the glass 
to-morrow. 

He sat down beside her. She had brought in 
one of the candlesticks, and the candle threw a 
yellow light over the simple bed and her pretty, 
young face, while the slender, warm body 
beneath the clothes made its appeal to him. She 
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was still flushed and glowing with the thought 
of what had happened to-day ; she was full of 
the joyful present, and wanted him, too, to 
forget everythin'^ elie. 

He took her hands in his and pressed them. 
“ Listen, Thora !” he said. “ If you’ll be good 
and let me go to the meeting this evening. I’ll 
go with you to the Louvre to-morrow in 
return.” 

She had just been trjdng to draw him down 
to her, and now there came a movement as if 
something within her drew hack, and gazed at 
him. She had struggled so hard to keep this 
evening for themselves, but now she could do 
no more. 

“ Very well, then; I suppose you must go,” 
she said, in so matter-of-fact a tone that he did 
not notice what it concealed. 

“ Thank you, Thora, that is good of you!” 
he said, kissing her lightly on the forehead and 
hurrying away. 

The girl lay motionless, listening to his foot- 
steps as he went down the stair. “ And here I 
go washing and mending for him, and giving 
up everjdhing for myself,” she said to herself. 
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“ while he — ^he thinks first of all about the Jews 
in Kiev i'' 

She could not sleep. She worked herself up 
into a rage. He had often neglected her, but 
this evening it was treachery! It had killed 
something, and that, too, she would have to put 
up with, she supposed. 

Suddenly she put her feet out, sat up on the 
edge of the bed, and gazed at the light from the 
street. Then she began to dress, and she 
dressed herself in all her finery. Once more she 
stood in front of the mirror in the sitting-room, 
and tried to make the candle show her reflection ; ■ 
and a little later she passed out at the door and 
down the stair. She seemed to be setting out 
on something of which she herself was afraid. 

Shortly after midnight a cab drew up at the 
gate, and Thora stepped out ; but a hand from 
within the carriage held her back, while its 
owner, their friend the Finnish sculptor, begged 
for a kiss. 

“ Let me go !*' she said, 

“ No, no ! Don’t be so unkind I ” 

Thora looked about her, and even cast a 
glance up at their flat, which was in darkness ; 
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and as lie continued to draw her closer, she 
jdelded and let him take the kiss, and then, after 
ringing' the bell, she stumbled in. 

Harold was still out, and when she got into 
bed she began to think over all that had 
happened since the morning. Ah ! this day to 
which they had both looked forward as to a 
paradise — ^that it should end like this ! Was it 
her fault that they could not bear the happiness 
.when at last it came? O God! O God! 
And she buried her head under the clothes, and 
burst into idolent sobbing. 


Chapter IV 

The next day, which was Sunday, they drove 
through the rain-refreshed town, through 
Paris in the fragrance and brightness of the 
early days of June. There was a peculiar clear 
freshness over everything ; one could fancy that ' 
all the trees and flowers had iust budded. And 
over all was a sky so bright, so blue, so quiver- 
ing with sunshine, that it seemed to span the 
earth like a far-off mingling of music and light. 

It was the Finnish sculptor who had come and 
carried them off. He was a gay dandy, and on 
this occasion wore an almost white summer suit. 
He had a thousand francs a month from his 
father, a rich land-owner in Finland. The 
money lasted for the first three or four days, 
and afterwards he had his meals on credit at a 
little creamery, and worked industriously. 
To-day he was in funds again, and of course he 
must have some one with him to celebrate the 
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advent of summer; and in order to begin 
artistically he had ordered two carriages to drive 
after the one in which they themselves sat, both 
of them filled with flowers. 

Thora and Harold were not quite comfortable 
together this morning, so it was most fortunate 
that this eccentric came and took them out. 
The procession drove doum the Avenue 
d’Orleans, past Marshal Ney on his pedestal 
with his sword drawn for France, and on past 
the Luxembourg gardens, where the fountains 
played among the statues and greenery, and 
flowers and greener>% and yet more greenery. 
Harold’s spirits rose. He pushed back his hat, 
leaned back in the carriage, and held up his face 
towards the clear sunshine. He laughed. The 
Finn talked, and they all three laughed. People 
stopped to look at this procession, this carriage 
followed by two more carriages laden with all 
this splendour. Now they had crossed the 
Seine, and the Gardens of the Tuileries opened 
out before them — ^la-wns, monuments, great 
vases, statues, obelisks, and everywhere a wealth 
of red, yellow and white flowers. Here the Finn 
beckoned to another carriage, made the flower- 
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sellers fill it with roses, and bade it join the 
procession. 

“You’re mad!” cried the girl, laughing. 
“ You’re quite out of your mind!” But she 
clapped her hands and beamed with delight. 

“ That’s what she wants her husband to be 
like,” thought Harold. “ She’s happy now.” 

They were now approaching the Place de 
I’Etoile, and dashed through the lofty Are de 
Triomphc, and on towards the Bois de 
Boulogne. Everywhere tliere were people in 
summer attire, and a constant stream of 
carriages in each direction. Motor horns hooted 
among rearing horses; an open carriage came 
along, looking like an .enormous bed of roses, 
but proved to be full of ladies’ hats; a long- 
handled pair of eye-glasses was raised before a 
painted face ; a young man in the carriage rose 
and made a deep bow. Little wavelets of 
powder and perfume hovered in the air. Nearer 
the forest there were riders too, a world of 
leafage, green glades, young women in white 
dresses. Laughter filled the air; children 
played. Paris unfolded herself, and was all 
fragrance and summer. 
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'flicy brcnkfnslcd in n pavilion iJi Uic wood. 
Thorn sang, the Finn sang, and IJarold 
whisllcd. Chanipngnc wns placed upon the 
table, and over the foaming wine Harold, who 
nnlil then had been in a gny jnood, bapjK'ncd 
to think of the work-people who provided the 
Finnish land-owner with bis income. The son 
probably spent in a couple of days what one of 
the farm-labourers canicd in a year. 

On their way back they stopped at one wing 
of the Louvre, and the three young people 
ascended the broad stair to the paintings section 
on the first door. ''I'hc building rc-ccitocd witli 
the sound of footsteps and voices from the 
stream of people ]5assing up and down throngh 
the various rooms. 

There was a pervading gallerj’-snTell, a smell 
of oil, colours and dust. There was no one 
standing copying, for it was Sunday. But the 
paintings are never so alive as when one feels it 
is summer outside* Tlie warm sunshine stream- 
ing through the high windows excites the senses, 
making them keenly receptive of great and 
beautiful impressions. The masterpieces no 
longer hang upon the walls; they flow into 
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one’s mind. The flood of golden light makes 
the shadows so soft and full of a dull glow. 

Harold was oblivious of everything here. He 
came from champagne in the Bois ; he came to 
Rubens and Velasquez. And how many 
different moods did each picture call up? By 
practice he had made himself able to feel the 
lines and colour of a painting, but that was not 
enough. To-day he could only see the time 
from .which they sprang. Vandyck’s knights 
in spurs and velvet came from exploits and were 
going to court ; they stood there ready to mount 
their horses and set off at a gallop. What 
then? What were the times, the people 
surrounding this upper class? He had not 
thought of this until to-day ; but once more, as 
wth the champagne in the Bois, it gave an 
after-taste to the enjoyment. Tintoretto’s holy 
feasts seemed to give out a fragrance of fruit 
and wine ; the silk on his figures could actually 
be heard to rustle. Rubens’ angels were little 
balls of merriment, and the flush on the skin 
of Titian’s women was so lifelike that one 
almost expected them to move and welcome a 
guest. 
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The spirit and the people of many centuries 
stood out vividly from these endless rows of 
paintings, and men and women of the present 
day moved past them, stopped and absorbed this 
remote life which an artist had rescued from 
death, received it into their consciousness, and 
were nourished by it; then passed on to other 
pictures, and finally went home rvith a feeling 
of haring been right into foreign lands. 

The sculptor went round with the critical 
mien of one who understands all about it, and 
praises and condemns in accordance with his 
present-day conception of art. But Harold’s 
gaze was fixed on Thora. Thora’s eyes were full 
of fancies. It seemed as if all this splendour on 
the walls had infected her and filled her mind 
with an ardent delight. She held herself erect, 
her movements were easier, her smile far away ; 
she stood still for a moment, went on again, 
slopped once more, and actually sunned herself 
in this revelation of all that constantly occupied 
her thoughts. There was a slight flush upon her 
face, as though she were swaying in a dance 
irith one whom she secretly loved. 

Harold stood beside her in front of Darid’s 
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great picture of Napoleon’s coronation. The 
emperor, .wth a mantle of ermine over his 
shoulders and oak-leaves about his brow, thinks 
the old Pope is too slow, and has himself seized 
the crown and is about to place it on the head of 
the kneeling empress. Round them is an 
assemblage of ladies and generals of the 
Republic, who cannot hide their smiles at this 
religious comedy which they thought was past 
and done with. 

Suddenly Harold said : “ That man was one 
of the world’s greatest criminals.” 

Thora staiied as if, while music was being 
played, she had heard a gun fired. “ What?” 
she said, gazing at him .with lifted eyebrows. 

• “ What did you say?” 

“ No, I only meant that he made a bungle of 
the revolution. My goodness ! How far on the 
world would have been if he had lost the battle 
of Lodi !” 

“ Is that how you look at art?” she said 
resentfully, and involuntarily looked towards 
the sculptor who was approaching. 

“No, no! Don’t be cross! It was only 
sometliing I happened to think about.” 
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“ You’re at the protestation meeting still, I 
can see,” she said, turning away from liim. 

“ What’s the matter?” asked the sculptor. 
Harold smiled and continued : “ Have you 
noticed that the painters of the Renaissance 
almost always kept to the upper classes? For 
everyone can’t have worn velvet and brocade 
in those days either.” 

“It isn’t true!” cried his wife, turning 
quickly towards him again. “ Didn't Rem- 
brandt paint both rags and butcher’s meat? 
And just in there there’s a street-arab of 
Murillo’s pulling at his shirt. Isn’t that 
democratic enough either?” 

“ She’s still angry with me,” thought Harold, 
going off by himself. 

It was true, however, that he could not keep 
his thoughts on the pictures as he had done 
before. Irrelevant impressions lurked in the 
background of bis mind, and, pressing forward, 
would make Inm quite forget for long moments 
what picture he was really looking at. It 
worried him, but he felt nevertheless that it 
could not be otbernise. Looking at Veronese’s 
beautiful women, he thought of the number of 
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slaves there must have been to maintain such an 
article of luxury. What is it, then, lliat you 
bring forth, O mind of man? What is all this j 
to me who stand here and live to-day? Art? j 
Is that enough? Beauty? Is that enough? i 
Culture? Is that enough? I 

The paintings disappeared, and crowds of 
downtrodden thralls of various ages pressed 
forward and began to raise threatening hands. 
And the other two were standing close together 
in front of a picture in another world altogether. 

The following jviuter w'as different from the 
one before for the gay young couple up on 
Montrouge. Thor a went to a school of painting, 
and when Harold came home from the Institute 
nothing was ready, and he had to get his dinner 
himself. She went every evening to the Cafe de 
Versailles to meet the artists, and he stayed at 
home to read, or went to meetings. And if it 
did happen that they were together by their little 
lamp for an evening, there were long intervals 
of silence ; and now and again one of them would 
look up at the other, as though the cleft between 
them was growing ever wider. 



Chapter V 


One day in May, when there was sunshine 
and budding trees in Kristiania, Harold 
IMark was walking up Carl Johan Street. He 
was looking about him, for he expected to meet 
Dr. Wilse, with whom he had spoken on the 
telephone for a moment. At last he saw the 
tall figure with spectacles coming across the 
Students’ Grove. It was three years since the 
two friends had met, and they slopped involun- 
tarily, each to see whether the other had changed 
much. 

“ Did you come by the boat last night?” 
Wilse asked as they shook hands. 

“ This morning by the boat from Havre,” 
answered Harold. “ You can’t think .what a 
splendid passage it was.” 

“ Then your jvife won’t have been seasick?” 

‘ My wife I No, for she’s stayed behind in 
Paris.” 
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“ What? Have you left her behind?” 

Harold Mark pulled his moustache as they 
sauntered up the street. 

“ Well, my wife, you see, she — she’s going 
to stay there another year and go to the school 
of art. It was such a good thing that we could 
manage it. She’s really awfully clever. Oh, but 
I say ! Ha, ha, ha ! I can’t help laughing.” 

“ What’s the joke?” 

“ Why, the distances here.” And Harold 
stopped and looked from the Storting, past the 
Grand Hotel, up towards the University, as if 
he were at a puppet-show. 

“ Does it seem so small?” 

“ I didn’t know that all the distances in this 
town measured only two steps. I can’t help 
laughing. If you light your cigar at the 
Storting, the match burns all the way up to the 
Palace Hill. It’s unique ! And just fancy that 
we went about here for seven long student- 
years, and imagined that this was a big town ! ” 

“ Oh, well, you needn’t be ^ so stuck-up 
because you’ve come from the Continent!” 

They strolled along the street a little way, 
while Dr. Wilse told his companion what had 
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become of their mutual friends. Most of them 
■svere scattered about in various towns and 
districts, two or three had drifted to America, 
and only a few were still in town. He himself 
had just begun as a specialist in skin-diseases. 
“ But you must have a good deal to tell on that 
subject that is new,” he said. “You got the 
chimpanzee to let himself be infected with lues 
down there at the Pasteur Institute.” 

Harold nodded, but laughed ironically. 

“ Laughing again? ” 

“ “Well, surely I’m allowed to laugh? But I 
say — ^shall we go and drink a farewell glass 
together? ” 

“ Farewell? You don’t mean to say j^ou’re 
going away again at once? ” 

Harold smiled, but did not seem inclined to 
.enter into the subject. They went into the 
Grand Hotel Cafe, where Harold ordered port, 
and the two friends sat by a .window and drank 
to one another, 

“ I suppose you’ve finished working for your 
doctor’s degree now? ” Wilse 'asked. 

His companion smiled again and looked out 
at the people, passing up and down the street. 


The Face of the World 


75 


“ Do 5^011 know what I admire in these 
people? ” he said suddenly, without answering 
his friend’s question. “ Their capahiliiy of 
dullness. They know, of course, if they Avould 
think a little, that at this moment the most 
terrible things are happening round about them, 
and yet they dress themselves up and admire and 
laugh and haven’t a care in the world. When 
you see ladies like those just coming out of the 
confectioner’s, you’d think the world was sur- 
feited with chocolate and nice cakes. Well, 
well, after all that’s wisdom — ^the art of bring. 

. Why in the world should one trouble one’s self 
about the thousands of idiots sitting biting their 
nails, who have nothing? 

“You won’t answer my question about your 
doctor’s degree? ” said Wilse with a searching 
glance, as he offered Harold a cigarette. Harold 
lighted it, and smiled again as he blew clouds of 
smoke towards the window ; then he leaned back 
in his chair and looked for a moment at his 
companion. ^ 

“ I say,” he began at last, “ don’t you think 
we doctors are a set of ridiculous fellows? ” 

“ W ell, perhaps,” said Wilse, blinking his 
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eyes. He liked to hear his friend's paradoxes, 
to which he had been accustomed formerly. 

“ I won’t mention facts such as that half the 
prescriptions we write are at best harmless, that 
only a fourth part actually kill people, and that 
the rest may help to make some one or other well 
again. We’ll say nothing about that, for it 
maj’ possibly be different some day. A famous 
surgeon in England confessed to me over his 
third glass of Arhiskej', that Avhen he thought of 
all the poor devils that he had lulled by mistake, 
neglect, or sheer ignorance, he almost went 
mad. But we’ll say nothing about that either ; 
things may become better some day. No, the 
main point is that if rve want to be anjffhing 
more than a cobbler, Avho patches up a torn 
shoe as well as he can, Ave must go to the source 
of most of the diseases in this AA'orld, namel3’', 
the conditions of life. Most people die either 
of starA’ation or of overfeeding, either of idleness 
or of oA'erAvork. There are factories Avhere the 
emploj es have no prospect of reaching the age 
of forty. We Avear shirts made by yonng 
women whose daily wage is so small that they 
must add to it by becoming prostitutes. On the 
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other hand comes old Metschnikoff and says : 
‘ Another \-ictory for medical science 1 I’ve got 
a poor ape infected with lues ! ’ What do you 
think of that? ” 

“You want us to mix up medical science with 
politics? ” asked Wilse. 

“ I once believed,” Harold ,went on, “ that 
mankind, taken as a whole, was on its waj’^ to — 
well, to some better land, that the time would 
come when there would be no more sickness, 
and when the human race would be healthy, 
beautiful and happy. But I know now that the 
cliances are just as great of our going steadily 
and surely to hell. A famous anthropologist 
said recently that a more or less upright, happy 
community of men is an impossibility, simply 
because before that time mankind wll have 
become completely degenerate. What do you 
say to that? ” 

“ What do I say to that? ” said Wilse, 
smiling a crooked smile as he turned his glass 
round and round on the table. 

“Well, I myself think that it’s we who have 
fo be responsible for the direction it takes, 
either to ruin or to a richer, greater type of man. 
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It’s just we doctors. Do you see that? ” 
“ That’s saying a great deal I Is all that 
responsibility to rest upon us? ” 

“ YeS) if we don’t shirk it, which is another 
matter. But if we really wake up one day and 
see that it is actually the whole of manidnd that 
is diseased, we wouldn’t seal ourselves up in 
some specialty and sit comfortably in a 
consulting-room putting on little patches and 
letting eveirdhing else take care of itself. No, 
we wouldn’t do that.” 

Dr. Wilse flushed. That’s a hit at me,” he 
said with an attempt at a laugh. 

“ Yes, and at myself too, sitting here and 
only talking, and enjoying myself drinking this 

liquid, which, after all, is the main source 

No, let’s talk about something nice. How’s 
your sister? Married? Really?” 

“ What are you now going to do yourself 
then? ” 

“II Ah, mj!- friend, I intend to take no 
thought for anything but myself.” 

“ Oh yes, that would be like you ! ” 

Harold kept on emptying and filling his glass 
from the bottle that stood between them. His 
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face ,was flushed and his eyes shone, but there 
were continual nervous movements of his 
features. 

“I'll go into the counti^' and make love to 
young girls. Oh, you wouldn’t belie'i'e how 
much I want to let mj'self go ! But I say — how 
is it Avith you? I expect in your innermost 
soul you’re cherishing some bright dream or 
other, aren’t you? ” 

“ A bright dream? ” said Wilse soberly, 
looking at his companion 

“ Well, j'es. You must have — or haven’t 
you? — deep doAA’n as it Avere, a feeling that 
to-morroAv, or in a feAV years time, all evil Avill 
be at an end, and that the Avorld Avill have 
attained everything that Ave and the other 
millions are dreaming about. Don’t you feel 

that, Peter? I think I-Iarold closed his 

eyes for a moment, and bent his head over his 
glass. He seemed as though he were about to 
rise suddenly and go, but leaned back again, 
fingering his glass and looking into the dark wine. 

“ After all,” he said in a Ioav voice, “ aa^c 
belong to the sun, but there are a feAV things 
that must be cleared out of the way first. Or 
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perhaps — yes, that imist he it-~we have to 
like beggars to the great ^vorld oC svifTt-ring to 
acquire by barter llic right to laugh two or tljree 
times n week, lla.ha, ha! Wh}% I *m actually 
laying hare nn* immortal soul ! *’ 

lie rose suddenly, paid the waiter and pre- 
pared to leave the restaurant. “ Conhuindcd 
nuisant'c,” he iJiought, “ that even to your 
best friend it’s impossible to talk about what’s 
nearest to your heart! ” 

“You’re a strange fellow!’* said Wilsc, 
adjusting his glasses ns they stood in the street 
before parting. “ You talk about drinking a 
farewell glass, and you won’t tell me what 
you’re going to start on! *’ 

Harold laughed and looked up the street. 
“ Well, my friend,” he said, “ it may be that 
I shall have to begin on something or 
other that you others .won’t like. This ought 
perhaps to have been our farewell, but joking 
apart—can’t we make a night of it? You come 
out uith me 1 We’ll first has’e supper, and then 
— ^well, confound it, we can surely just once more 
crown ourselves with vine-leaves? Very w'cll 
then, eight o’clock. Au revoir ! ” 
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A few days later Harold Mark sat in liis 
unpretending little flat in the poor part of the 
town, and looked about him. He had raked 
together the necessaiy furniture, most of it 
being second-hand things bought at an auction. 
Why not? In the comer room all his surgical 
instruments shone in their glass cases, and his 
plate was already fastened to the street door. 
He had also managed to get hold of an elderly 
maid, who at the present moment was rattling 
pots and pans in the kitchen in the preparation 
of dinner. 

“ So here I am ! ” he murmured as he looked 
about him, and then began to pace up and 
down. “ It's funny that I, who was considered 
a talented fellow and with the makings of a 
professor in me, should have gone quite wrong 

^ha, ha ! — ^have become a revolutionist and have 

landed here.” He stopped at the window and 
looked out. Rain and mud, a view of factories 
and smoke and dirty houses, hang it all t Even 
in the poor districts in Paris you still had the 
feeling that you were in that glorious city. 
There was always some temple or other of 
intellect and genius close by. But here? 
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Hideous liovises, refuse in tlie streets, spirits, 
fear of hell, and priests who went round and 
looked after the dustbins, and scolded on God’s 
behalf when they doled out a half-penny. 
“ Well, I’ve chosen to settle down here, so it’s 
all right.” 

He began to pace up and down again with 
his hands in his pockets. “ What am I here for 
exactly? ” he went on to himself. “ Well, I 

want to arrange things with with what? 

With God, the theologian would say. With my 
world’s conscience, I myself say. Yes, that’s 
it. I want to ser\’e my time and try to get the 
moral means to live some day in nice sur- 
roundings, cultivate my mind, drink in beauty, 
and have a share in all the joys and pleasures of 
the world. That is what I w'ant, I suppose, and 
some day I shall probably be able to afford it 
too. But there are a few things to.be cleared 
out of the way first, and a few things that I 
must be quite certain about. What are they? 
Y^ell, in the first place \vhere we really come 
from. I must form an opinion on that point. 
That s one thing. And in the second place 
where we all go to — not science, technics. 
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culture and politics, but mankind, all men. 
Where are we going to ? I can never feel quite 
easy until I’ve formed a decided opinion on the 
subject. We must be here for some purpose. 
We must be going somewhere, and not into 
abysmal darkness ; no, it must surely be towards 
the sun, when all souls stream together into the 
infinite light. That’s where we’re going. But 
I must be perfectly certain about it before I can 
devote myself entirely to my own happiness. 
Certain ! When shall I be that ? When 
shall I be that? And is there much good in my 
digging down into the dirt here, and giving up 
all the youth I have still left? Is there really 
any good? ” 

He stood still for a moment facing the 
window, and whistled. 

“ Good? No, of course, not, but the thing 
is that I must have every one -with me. Perhaps, 
when it comes to the point, that’s why I’m here 
now. Every one with me? I go about dream- 
ing that some day our minds will take in the 
whole human choir, and then there must be no 
voice out of tune. That’s why I’m beginning 
here. It’s most needed here. 
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“ But dear me, isn’t it ridiculous to want to 
do it? If I look around I see what resistance 
there is. Don’t they one and all creep into their 
shell and call it the world and feel comfortable? 
And I — I keep on wanting to get hold of all 
the others. I don’t want to be comfortable 
alone; I .want to ha\’e everj' one with me. 
When I learned anything new in my science, 
the pleasure was ne\'er complete because I 
thought, why don’t the others know this? I 
wanted the others with me. I wanted to rise 
to an ever richer life, but I wanted to hold the 
others bj' the hand. Come with me ! E\’en the 
smallest shall come with me. Some day we 
shall all together raise our voices in the great 
hymn. A dream, a belief, music in the sovil — 
what more?” 

lie smiled as he faced the window. For a 
moment of silent happiness he looked down 
into the depths of himself. Tiicn he passed bis 
hand across his forehead. 

“ I cs, T see — I sec perhaps part of the 
itmnen'^e ocean, but what am I against this 
huge volume? If most that happens in the 
vorld is wrong, if all sound is discord, what i.s 
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the good of my drinlcing it into my being and 
living as others do? What can I change? 
What am I equal to? Here I stand and 
occupy an area of half a square metre in a 
gloomy room in a corner of the world, and at 
the same time the whole world is buzzing in my 
mind. What am I equal to? The great world- 
conscience is one thing, but the ability to alter 
anything is another. What can I put right, I, 
a little insect whose life can be extinguished in 
a moment? And yet I try to take the burden 
of the world upon my shoulders, and to rise 
and carry it on a little way. Good heavens, 
what a comedy ! God help me !” 

He bowed his head. 

“ Thora ! Thora ! We were happy, iwe two, 
when the world was only you and I. Where 
are you now? What are you doing now?” 
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hunger together had made, it was not sympathy 
he felt. No, he cursed and swore to himself. 
“ This is what we must see every day, and it will 
be the same a hundred years hence if we don’t 
make a clean sweep. And still those con- 
founded capitalists say that we exaggerate and 
are fanatical, and the priests accept kind gifts 
from the spirit-merchants, and fold their hands 
and thank God 1 ” 

Harold Mark’s ordinary emotions gradually 
grew into fury, and the great world grew ever 
darker as he looked out o^•er it; but he would 
still sometimes writhe in his bed and moan : “ O 
God, when shall I be free? When shall I have 
sened my time? Am I still to go on leading 
this life for years? When shall I be free? ” 


Chapter VII 


One evening late in March, Harold came slowly 
np the stairs in the tenement-house where he 
lived. The rain was pouring in torrents and the 
west wind thundered over the town, tearing the 
tiles from the roofs as it went. His yellow 
macintosh was dripping, his felt hat soaked, and 
and his goloshes left little puddles at eveiy step. 
It was dark in the passage. He turned up the 
light, stripped off his wet things, and by force of 
habit went into his consulting-room to wash his 
hands. The room smelt of drugs and of the 
labouring-class patients who daily visited it. 
Prom the kitchen came the odour of fried fish, 
his elderly maid having probably thought that 
just to-day he might want things a little com- 
fortable when at last he came home. 

“ Supper’s ready,” she said, as she stood, 
broad and white-haired, in the doorway ; but the 
next moment she started back, for she had never 
before seen such a look on his face. 
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table, took up his pipe and filled and lighted it. 
For a moment he stood looking through the 
clouds of smoke as he murmured to himself : 
“ Well, I’ve got to take the consequences of 
what I do. It’ll do nobody any good if I go to 
pieces. But honestly — ^haven’t I been going 
down hill all the time? Wasn’t everything much 
better before?” 

He paced the floor for a little while, and then 
went into his consulting-room and turned up the 
light over the writing-table; but after seating 
himself and taking out a sheet of note-paper, he 
sat hesitating with the pen in his hand, looking 
at the light. 

“ Dear Mother, 

“ To-morrow the papers will tell you in 
large-type headlines that the ill-famed law-suit 
has gone against me. I have to-day been 
sentenced to pay a heavy fine for ‘ slander,’ the 
expressions I used concerning the said gentle- 
men who have made fortunes by the sale of 
intoxicating liquors have been nullified, and I 
myself am made to stand in the pillory of the 
country, Avhere any wretch is at liberty to come 
and spit at me. It gives one a strange feeling, 
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raging? That is what I am thinking as I sit 
here, and there is a mirror close to me, but I 
dare not raise mj'’ head and look into it. Oh, 
Mother, it is a sad fate after all ! I, who for a 
good many years have imagined that I was a 
clearer of the ground, must now admit that the 
evil I have rooted out has been verj’ little, while 
the evil I have done has been much more. 

“ And I believed I was not an egoist I I like 
a glass of w’ine, and an occasional dram is 
delicious; and yet when, in my practice, my 
eyes were opened to the ravages of alcohol, I 
gladly threw my own glass into the fire. War ' 
against that which is poisoning the world 1 War 
against those who enrich themselves on the ruin 
of others ! But why should I be vulgar when I 
wage war for so great and lofty an idea ? 

“ He who wants to cleanse an Augean stable 
must of necessity in so doing smell foully- It 
cannot be avoided. But as I sit here I look at 
my hands. I have often written with a 
venomous pen, I have talked fire and brimstone, 

I have persecuted more or less honourable men, 
and thtorni' evil-smelling bombs into happy 
homes. The evidence that I was obliged to 
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of those who have to live on the crumbs that fall 
from the rich man’s table. This consciousness 
that the world outside is staring in at my 
windows has made my rooms cold. The world? 
That is jvrong, however ; it is only the shadow 
of the world. My being is filled with the misery 
of this world, with strikes, poverty, injustice, 
crimes, bad governments and stupid laws. Is 
that the world? Yes, the newspapers, and 
telegrams, distorted caricature of it. But there 
are also fine, healthy men, beautiful women, 
entrancing landscapes, roses and grapes. What 
room do all these take up in my life ? None. I 
have gradually become so unfamiliar. Mother 
dear, with everything like fragrance and 
brightness. 

“ If only the world’s unfortunate ones had 
been worth our sacrifice ! I know them a little 
better now. Who deserted me to-day? My 
party friends. Enemies can be bad, but those 
who share your opinions are often much .worse. 
Mankind. Mother, do you know mankind? 

“"Do you know who the oppressed are? They 
are people who want to get to the top so as to 
be able to oppress others ! What do most 
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workmen do when they get better wages? 
They do worse work. Look out over the world 
%vhere we go about and boast of our progress. 
What do you see? The continents are 
resounding with racial hatred, the races with 
national hatred, the nations with party hatred^ 
the different groups in the parties hate one 
another, and in each group members stab one 
another in order to rise and rule over the others. 
And I set myself up against all this and w'ill 
reform it ! I ! 


Good Lord, Mother ! if I could only get rid 
of this great burning sjunpathy with everything 
and everj'^body. Who has poisoned my life with 
it? What good does it do anyone? If I never 


laugh myself, will it make others rveep less? If 
I go about m the dark myself, will the others 
then have sunshine? I know that the^ nearest 
of all progress is economic and sociariiustice ; 
but even if we reach this in a hundred yoars, we 
have only reached the beginning-man. Who 
mdertake to form a grcator type of-man? 
Is there matcnnl m this crowd of si]low, rights- 
bnwhog prolelcricn, with hollow chcslsf 
crooked hnihs, to mnke .in Apollo? Win Jji,cir 
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mind ever become n temple and not a clingy 
tenement? And the others? The parasites on 
the food-mountain, who have everything but 
have deserved nothing, the priests with their 
false prating, the politicians wth their party 
humbug, the executioners in unifonn — are they 
any better? I do not know. I no longer have 
any faith. But if not, whj" do we voluntarily 
hang ourselves upon the cross merely to provide 
some fools with food? 

“ Good-night, Mother! I dread going to 
bed, for when I close my eyes the nightmare 
begins. I think about everything and every- 
body. My mind enlarges itself so as to embrace 
the whole world. Mankind becomes a seething 
ocean that rolls backwards and forwards through 
all my being. I grow dizzy with the feeling of 
infinity. Millions of cries for help rise from the 
hopeless confusion; I see a crowd of faces, 
contorted wth pain ; arms are outstretched for 
help as from millions in danger of drowning. 
What can I do? Share their suffering? Be 
ruined myself? That I can do, and I am on the 
way to it. But I am like the good swimmer 
who feels that some one has seized hold of his 
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feet to keep himself up. I kick them awa}^ I 
surely have the right to save myself. Ah, 
hlother, I am hungering and thirsting for the 
happy youth that I have sacrificed, hut goodness 
knows whether it is not too late now to overtake 
it.” 


Chapter FIJI 


The little west-countrj' town where Fm Mark 
had her school lay among high mountains at the 
head of a bay, and looked out to the open sea. 
It w'as the meeting-place of breezes laden with 
the scent of sea and snow-mountain, of cultivated 
field and meadow along the shore, and of fish 
and fish-oil from the quays. The houses, with 
their red-tiled roofs, stood in irregular groups 
dotted all about the hills, and the principal 
street wound past the quays, curved round a 
headland, and finally disappeared in its way 
through the surrounding district. In the 
harbour, especially in the fishing-season, there 
was life and bustle with the numerous vessels of 
all kinds. Large steamers lay to at the quays 
and took in cargoes of fish-oil and dried fish; 
steam and motor fishing-boats came in from the 
banks ndth their crews clad in oilskins ; a 
multitude of sailing-vessels, large and small, 
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came in and oul ; and in among them all there 
now and then would shoot a grey torpedo-boat 
to fetch the mail for the fleet ovitside. 

It was a town with its face turned to the sea, 
whence it drew its life, a small town with large 
fish-merchants and large ship-owners, whose 
cargo-steamers made tracks across distant oceans. 
At one time a single man, the great Consul 
Pram, had ruled here like a king. The fishing- 
islands, the ships, the fish, the fish-oil, the 
meeting-houses, the banks, the posts of honour, 
and the princely white house outside the town, 
were all his. He was an imperious man, who, 
according to report, had first become rich by 
letting his vessels carry slaves from Africa to 
America ; but he died a sincere Christian, and 
forgave all his enemies except Fru Mark- 
Tilings were different now. After his time, 
men in small circumstances had worked them- 
selves up to greatness, and movements had come 
into power that went much further than Fru 
ilark. Every morning the latter might be seen 
coming doivn the main street on her way to the 
school, and later in the day she passed up it 
again to a little white house that stood on a 
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rockj^ knoli outside the town. At one time 
there were n good many people who dared not 
show her any sign of recognition because she was 
at war, not only with the priests, but also rrith 
the king of the town. Consul Pram. Now 
everyone greeted her, and on festive occasions 
they called her the mother of the town. She 
was just entering on her sixties, was tall and 
dignified, with a refined, small -featured face set 
in a frame of white hair, and always dressed in 
dark colours. She was on the municipal and 
school boards, and had the credit of starting the 
home for the aged, the foundlings’ hospital, the 
art union, the labour college, and even the little 
theatre ; and it was all done under protest from 
King Pram. Fru Mark also kept her eyes open, 
and would now and then pay unexpected visits. 
If a drunken man went home and ill-treated his 
wife, they might suddenly hear a knock at the 
door, and there stood a Avhite-haired woman. 
People said of her that she never laughed ; but 
her smile was one that no one would forget. 
She had once been the mistress of a large 
country house, but .was unhappily married ; 
and she had had much to contend with befoi’e 
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she had gained by lier own efforts the position 
in which she now stood. 

One Saturday evening in the beginning of 
Maj^ there was great excitement in the club. 
The gentlemen of the town were sitting at small 
tables with their whiskey and soda and their 
newspaper, Avhile broad streams of light fell 
through the tall windows from the sun wliich 
was setting in clouds of fire far out in the west. 
The door opened, and the florid, spectacled 
face of La\n'er Gundahl looked in. Tw'o or 
three heads were lifted wnth an expectant look, 
for Lawyer Gundahl always had news to tell. 

“ What is it, la^\')’er?” 

“ You never heard such a thing!” he said, 
coming in and waving a paper. “ Have j"OU 
read the Evening Paper?” 

“ No ! Is there any new’s?” 

“ Appointments, gentlemen ! New senior 
physician at the seaside hospital I” 

“ Is he appointed at last?” Several men rose 
and looked eagerly at the little newspaper, 
which seemed to have come straight from the 
press. 

”"ies, he’s appointed!” cried the little 
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laAvyer .with a grimace. “ And I’ll just ask yon 
to guess ^yho it is the Government has honoured 
us with. Just guess I” And he held the news- 
paper behind his back. 

“ Dr. Prahl!” suggested several, and a stout 
man with a sandy beard and spectacles, sitting 
at one of the tables, rose and stood with glass 
in one hand and newspaper in the other. It was 
Dr. Prahl, the district-physician. 

The la^vj^er shook his head, and looked at the 
paper through his glasses. 

“ Dr. Kemp, then?” was suggested in various 
parts of the room. 

He was present too, however, standing by the 
wall, with an attempt at a smile on his pale, 
clean-shaven face, 

“ Oh dear no, good people ! The doctors in 
our town don’t speculate either in the friend- 
ship of working-men or in total abstinence. No, 
we’re going to have a famous man this time. 
It’s Dr. Harold Mark! ” 

“Nonsense !” exclaimed the district-physician, 
conoing nearer. 

“You’re only humbugging!” said Dr. 
Kemp, still trying to smile. 
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“ It surely isn’t the man who was recently 
sentenced to hard labour? asked Consul Wahl, 
approaching from one of the tables. 

“ You are in error, sir,” said Gundahl. “ He 
should have been sentenced to hard labour, but 
the authorities decided to aggravate the punish- 
naent, and are sending him here instead. He’s 
in too bad odour in there, but he’s good enough 
for here !” 

“ It’s surely impossible for him to get a post 
so immediatelj' after that scandalous law-suit!” 
said several. 

‘‘ It’s in the paper,” said the lawyer. 

Heads w’ere crow'ded together over the paper. 
Yes, positively it was ! 

” How does the Government dare !” 

“ We’re to put up with this!” 

There was a buzz of voices in the room ; the 
excitement increased and clenched fists were 
raised. Once more the Government had re- 
warded a Hadical with one of the best posts in 
the country. 

ihe editor of the Evening Paper, a small, 
pale man, had come in, and now suddenly got up 
on to a chair. 
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“ I say ! I suggest that we telegraph a 
protest.” 

“We? Who? The club?” 

“The chairman of the Citizens’ Union is here. 
He ought to do it, and the rest of us — wo — I 
suppose we can subscribe to it too,” said the 
editor, with a glance at Consul Wahl. 

“ The whole town protests. We sign in the 
name of the whole town !” answered the consul, 
nodding and gesticulating, his face flushed with 
excitement. 

At that moment a quiet voice was heard near 
the window. It was Halvorsen, a grey-haired 
merchant, who was at last able to make himself 
heard. 

“ But,” he said, “ isn’t Dr. Mark considered 
to be a clever doctor?” 

There was a pause. 

“ And what if he is?” said the editor, who 
was still standing upon the chair. 

“ Well, I thought that was the main point,” 
replied Halvorsen. 

The next moment all eyes were turned to Dr. 
Prahl, who felt that he ought to say something. 

“ Well, I don’t know what he is!” he said. 
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But does an}'^ one here believe that that’s the 
reason whj’^ he gets it over the heads of tlie 
fifteen other candidates who are older than he?” 

The editor looked rotmd. “ I should just 
like to mention,” he said, “ that both the 
temperance people and the socialists are getting 
ready to meet him at the quay.” 

” Then that’ll save the rest of us from having 
to do it,” said Dr. Kemp, biting his lip as he 
slipped out of the room. 

“ We shall have the municipal elections in the 
autumn, and now the socialists wiU have got a 
leader who is accustomed to pay suit to low 
instincts. I think I can prophesy that things 
^vill be quite changed here, and the question is 
whether there isn’t still time to avert the 
calamity if we act immediately!” 

“We’ll telegraph!” cried several voices. 
“Here’s paper and pen!” And the buzzing 
began again worse than before. 

The next day the town had something to talk 
about. The socialist paper stated that the total 
abstinence and labour parties had also sent a 
telegram to the Government on this subject, so 
t at people in the capital should not mistake 
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five or six club-members a little tbe worse for 
drink for the town itself. 

There Avas only a couple of w’eeks to the time 
when the new doctor was to enter on his duties, 
and in the meantime the town talked itself into 
a state of ever greater excitement. One large 
section considered this appointment to be an 
insult to the town ; others — his party friends — 
looked upon the doctor as a martyr, and were 
beginning to make arrangements for singing and 
flowers. 

No one in the town could say that he was 
personally acquainted %nth Harold Mark. He 
had made short holiday visits, when mother and 
son generally went away together to the sea or 
to the mountains ; but a few of his opinions 
were kno%\Ti, and people formed their idea of 
him from what they read in the papers mth 
additions from their o^^^^ imagination, until at 
last it seemed to most of them that they had 
really known him well for many years. 

In the lengthening spring evenings Fru Mark 
was now often seen on her knees in her little 
garden tending her flowers. The house was 
re-painted too, and shone whiter than ever. 
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“ She’s making evetything look nice for his 
coming ” — ^people said as thej’’ passed. 

One Sunday evening in the middle of Majs 
the large Bergen steamer was making her way 
into the ba5^ The whole to^vn was on the quay, 
a white straw hat or a red sunshade showing 
here and there above the dense wall of people, 

*' Here comes Fru Mark driving !” said some 
one in the crowd, and people tried to squeeze up 
and make room. The brown horse ploughed its 
way slowly into the mass of human beings. The 
white-haired woman in the carriage looked 
reserved and cold. Perhaps she was afraid of 
iWhat might happen when her son stepped on 
shore. 

Nearer the warehouses stood the schoolmaster, 
Brede, wth the labour union under their 
banner ; and the red-bearded man dashed 
hither and thither, perspiring with zeal. “ Off 
■with you, youngsters!” he cried, as he took off 
his silk hat rrith a flourish to Fru Mark. He 
then darted lightning glances over the well- 
dressed crowd. He was going to see to the 
whole arrangement, the women and the men, 
the cheers and the singing, and in addition make 
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a speech himself ; so it was not m\ich wonder 
that he was running hither and thither. It was 
easy enough for Holmsen, the customs officer, 
.who was standing near with the total abstinence 
people. He could stand about nith nothing to 
do but watch the steamer come in, and join in 
the cheering. 

The vessel lay to. A band was playing on 
board. The gangwaj’ was raised, and people 
began to stream ashore. All eyes were looking 
for one particular passenger, but where was he? 
The gangway was dropped again, and the 
steamer moved from the quay. The school- 
master and the customs officer looked across at 
one another open-mouthed. "What had become 
of the doctor ? 

“ I know nothing ! ” said Fru Mark, making 
the horse back and turn. “ He may have been 
deiaj’^ed in Bergen.” 

Disappointed and crestfallen, the crowd went 
home again. When Fru Mark arrived at her 
house, she found a motor-car standing at the 
door, and a man with a fair beard .was in the act 
of paying the chauffeur. It was Harold. 

“Good day, mother! Have you bought 
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yourself a horse? ” he asked, as he came and 
helped her out of the carriage. 

“ My dear, where have you come from? ” she 
stammered, letting him kiss her. • 

“ Well, you see, I heard a rumour that a 
crows’ parliament was being held over my 
remains, so I went ashore at Taraldsund and 
came by road. Thank goodness I’m here at 
last! ” he exclaimed, taking off his hat and 
looking about him. 

“ Good Lord! MTiat’s that hideous thing 
you’ve put up there? ” he asked, as his gaze fell 
upon a large, browa, brick building that rose 
above the clusters of houses. “ What is it? ” 

“ That’s the parish school,” said his mother, 
looking at him anxiously. 

“ I hope you haven’t had anything to do with 
the building of that frightful thing, mother? ” 

“ No, I wasn’t the architect,” she said. “ But 
let’s go in. The maid can carrj' up j’^our things.” 

“ And what’s that out by the bay? ” he 
questioned further, as he looked at a large, 
yellow, wooden building at the other' end of the 

That’s the new hospital.” 
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“ My hospital? ” 

“ I suppose we may call it so/^ she said with 
a smile. “ Hadn’t they begun to build it when 
you were here last? ” 

“Built of wood — in these days! That was 
foolish! ” 

He took his large portmanteau and followed 
his mother through the garden gate and up the 
steps to the white house on the rock. He was 
soon wandering about the small rooms, which 
seemed filled with the scent of the sea. It was 
all so open and full of light. A peculiar feeling 
of comfort overwhelmed him now that he was 
once more under his mother’s roof. How long 
it was since he had been with any one who was 
bound to him by any tie ! 

“ Welcome home, my dear boy ! ” said his 
mother, as she went and laid her hands upon 
his shoulders. 

“ Thank you, mother, thank you! ” he said; 
and they stood thus for a moment, his smile 
answering hers, as their eyes met. These two, 
who for so many years had talked together only 
in letters, were now standing so close that they 
CQuld hear one another breathe. 
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“ You’re actually beginning to get grey 
hairs ! ” she said, prilling his beard a little. 

“ So are you, mother ! ” 

“What nonsense 1 l^Tiy, I’m oldl — But- 
come upstairs and let me see whether you’re 
satisfied with j’^our two rooms.” 

The stairs creaked under their feet. The 
elderly red-haired maid was already up there, 
and had placed his trunks on two chairs. 
“ Why, isn’t that Lisbeth? ” he exclaimed. 
“ Good day, Lisbeth! And you’re still 
here? ” 

“ Good day, sir ! ” said Lisbeth, blushing, 
as he shook hands unth her. 

When she had gone, the mother and son were 
alone again. He was standing at the open 
window in the bedroom, looking out. The bay 
lay like a mirror, and reflected the mountains 
and farms on the other side. A waterfall hung 
"ke a silver thread from the top of a precipice, 
at last splashed into the sea. The fruit- 
\were loaded with blossom. It ivas delight- 
ques. jjg drew' deep breaths, 

yellow, j „ jjg thought. “ I 

th'^^I”' 'finking I’ve taken root in some firm 
That’s 
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thing, now in a great passion, now in a great 
.work ; but the roots are always pulled up. How 
wll it be now? ” 

It was beautiful out there, but he looked at 
it without seeing it, because a multitude of 
images flitted through his mind and drew a veil 
between him and the objects on which his eyes 
rested. He must learn now to tear this veil 
asunder. 

“How are you now?” said his mother 
coming up and taking his arm. 

He turned towards her. “ I? ” he said. 
“ Oh, grand ! And how are you? I’m so glad 
to see you looking so well,” he added, patting 
her cheek. 

“ Do you think this bed ^^'ill do for you? ” 

He could not help laughing. As if it 
mattered in the least .whether he lay on a hard 
or a soft bed ! 

“I say, mother — about that stupid letter I 
wrote you. You must promise me you won’t 
think any more about it.” 

She had sat down and was drawing her fore- 
finger over the surface of a white table, on which 
stood a brass candle-stick. 
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“ That letter was really one long accusation 
against me,” she said, avoiding his eye. 

“ What? Against you? ” 

She nodded. “ It’s I, of course, who am 
responsible for your life taking such a direction. 
And there’s little comfort in the thought that 
I meant well.” 

“ Now, mother, we two are only going to 
think of how happy and jolly jve shall be 
together now. Tell me — do they dance much 
here? ” 

She stared in astonishment. “ "What? 
Dance? ” 

“Yes, of course! There must be young 
people here who do something more sensible 
than shout hurrah for stupid prophets. I shall 
found a dancing-club if there isn’t one already. 
I have some fun to the good that I must make 
up for.” And he whistled as he s-wung round 
on the floor. 

“ How forced it all sounds I ” thought his 
mother, not daring to look at him. He had 
gone to the window again, and stood looking out 
and humming. 

“ There’s one thing I should like to know,” 
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she said at last. “ Do you never hear from — 
from Paris? ” 

He looked at her and smiled, but then passed 
Ills hand across his forehead and bowed his 
head. 

“ No,” he said ; “ but I know they still live 
in Paris.” 

“ They? Whom do j'ou mean? ” 

“ Thora and her husband. She — she’s 

married a French artist now.” 

His mother’s mouth grew hard. There was 
a pause. 

" She must not be blamed for it at any rate,” 
he said, raising his head. “ The fault w'as mine. 
If a man can’t be what a j'oung, light-hearted 
girl has the right to expect him to be, he 
shouldn’t marrj'-” 

There was another pause, and then his 
mother said ; “ Why did you apply to come 
here, Harold? ” 

“ Why? Why, mother dear, I’d made 
myself quite impossible down there ! ” 

“ Oh, nonsense ! You’re not a coward. You 
wouldn’t run away.” 

“ No, I suppose I shouldn’t,” he said in s 
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“ This is Alma Kahrs,” said Fru Man intro* 
ducing her. “She is senior sister at your h- .spitnb 
but latterly she has lived here with me." 



The Face o/ the World 


123 


Harold looked surprised. “ I thought a 
senior sister lived in the hospital,” he said, 
smiling. 

“ No, there is so little room to spare there,” 
said the young woman, ” and besides there’s 
another senior sister who lives there. But if the 
new senior physician requires me to move out 
there at once, there’s no help for it ! ” she added, 
rather roguishly. 

” Well, we can see about that when I’ve 
looked into things a little,” he said, shaking 
hands with her. 

” I suppose I’d better make the tea,” she 
said, and left the room. “When she had gone, 
Fru Mark explained that Sister Alma’s father 
had been the greatest wholesale fish merchant in 
the town, and had gone bankrupt two or three 
years ago. At that time she had been engaged 
to a law'yer, -who, when she became a poor girl, 
immediately broke off the engagement. 

“ And so she took up sick-nursing,” said 
Harold, raising his eyebrows. 

“Yes, poor thing. And now' she has got 
pretty w'ell over it again, I*m sure j'ou’il soon 
think a lot of her.” 
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“ Oh, dear me. mother; 
consequence whom I think a o • 
thought on seeing Sister Alma had bee^^. 

“ She’s some one mother’s got hold o 

sole me. Poor mother! 

It was a dainty little supper-table tha m 
them. Harold was accustomed to the 
management of his elderly servant, an o 
his meals alone. Here the cloth was , 

the cups and plates so pretty, there were ov> 
from the garden, and everything was so brig 
and cheerful. The evening sun filled the room 
with golden light and shadows, and through t e 
open window came the crj’ of the gulls. Haro 
ate quickly and told amusing stories, but laughed 
so loudly that his mother often looked at him 
in astonishment. How he had changed ! 

“ I suppose you’re looking forward to 
starting work in your new post. Dr. Mark? 
said Sister Alma. 

“ Looking forward? ” he said slowly, putting 
down his cup. 

“ Yes, for a doctor can do such a tremendous 
j fount of good.” 

, YU teir* '^ou what, sister,— a doctor 
but lattet 
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oughtn’t to set about saving the life of a single 
smith or tailor ; for even if he gets :\veii to-day, 
he’s bound to die to-morrow. What good has 
the doctor done then? Now if we could get the 
better of a disease, so that it never appeared 
again, it would be a different matter. But you 
know quite well that if we drive it out of Tom 
to-day, it breaks out in Dick to-morrow, or in 
a million other people all over the world. Have 
we doctors then really done an 5 'thing worth 
bragging about? ” 

“ But, dear me ! looked at in that way, every- 
thing becomes pretty hopeless,” said Sister 
Alma, looking earnestly at him. 

‘'And so it is! he replied, laughing. 
“ Everything is really hopeless.” 

“ Oh, don’t listen to him ! ” said his moflier. 
" He doesn’t mean it.” 

“ Yes, I think that we doctors must do the 
same as you others, namely, take care to be so 
busy that you haven’t time to think. — But I 
saj’’, mother, won’t you really celebrate 5’’our 
son’s homecoming with a glass of wine? ” 

Both women looked at him in astonishment, 
and finally smiled. 
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“You’te a nice total abstainer! said b 

motber at last. reminded 

“ Oh. dear, it’s a good thing 

me of it, mother! that it’s 

a religious sect here that 

better to ruin your “ -tb a glass of 

coffee, than rejoice your heal 
white wine. And do you know ^ 

archbishop of that religious eommun y f^ 
couple of years in this countryJ 

'™ljlin the two women looked at one another 

and tried to laugb. 

As he handed in his cup for h.s 
he went on ; “ Isn’t it strange, sister, that so 
o£ us should be born to be charwomen. 

Born to be what? ” 

“ To be chanvomen,” he said, putting sug< 

into his tea. “ We go about with a ^ 
to wash away the dirt that others have made. 
That’s called working for progress. But it » 
charwoman has scrubbed It all dean to-day, it 11 
be just as bad again to-moiTow, while s e, p 
thing, thought the floore would lie there spotless 

for hundreds of yearL” 



The Face of the World 


127 


Fru Mark bent her head over her plate. I'hi's 
had quite ceased to be amusing. 

After supper it came to light that Sister Alma 
could play, and Harold went to the piano, looked 
out some music, and soon had her seated on the 
music-stool. Fni Mark sat on the sofa, looking 
before her with her hands in her lap ; but was it 
the music she was listening to ? 

The last rays of the setting sun were lighting 
up the room, and shining on the old mahogany 
sofa and on Fru Mark’s long, blue-veined hands ; 
but her face was in shadow. She looked at the 
two over by the window. Harold was leaning 
against the piano, looking still so broad- 
shouldered and handsome, the colour of his blue 
serge suit harmonising so Avell with his com- 
panion’s brown velvet. What was she playing.'* 
Fru Mark only saw that as Harold bent forward, 
his fair hair was touched by a golden ray from 
the sun ; and at the same time she thought of 
his lacerated mind. 

And she thought she had done some good in 
the world ! Had he now come home as her 
judge? How .would it all end? 




Chapter IX 


Hauolb had said good-night to the ladies, and 
now, pvitting on a light overcoat, and taking 
the latchkey ■svith him, he went out. He wanted 
to have a little walk before he went to bed. 

He went along the road by the shore and its 
, continuation inland. It was nearly midnight, 
and the mountains and the bay laj' in a bluish 
darkness, through which shone the red and green 
harbour-lights. A gentle breeze had sprung up 
on the water, and little waves kept breaking on 
the shore, a monotonous and melancholy noc- 
turnal melody, repeated over and over again 
interminably. The town was asleep, and most of 
the lights in the bay were extinguished. 

Harold sat down on a stone by the wayside, 
lighted a cigar, and rested both hands on the 
handle of his stick. What had been his intention 
in coming here? His mother might well ask. 
No, it was not only to get away from the sight 
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of enemies at every corner, or to escape tlic 
sympathy of stupid members of his onm party. 
That was not the reason. He must have hoped 
to find an out-of-the-w’ny place w’here the w'orld 
might be smaller. He knew his disease now% for 
this feeling that all misfortvines all the wide 
world over concerned him, was a disease; this 
huge world-responsibility, the oppressive burden 
of the weal and woe of mankind, was a disease. 
It must be shaken off. “ This ubiquitousness 
in my thoughts ” — he said to himself — “ so that 
I cannot concentrate on anything close at hand, 
is sheer idiocy. I once thought of serving my 
time and becoming free, and now the time has 
come. I am free, and I must use my freedom 
and become young and happy again. There are 
beaiitiful districts in Norway -where I can go and 
drink in the beauty and let it live in my mind. 
And no newspaper-reading ! The papers report 
only catastrophes; they overfeed us w'ith sad 
things. Our power of feeling pleasure Avill soon 
become a rudimentary organ. Millions of 
people are healthy and happy, and don’t care a 
hang for social defects and progress. Learn to 
kno\v some of them ” — he exhorted himself. 

I 
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“ In that way you can improve your image of 
the world. It’s not so bloody and dirty as 
you’ve been imagining. You’ve only seen the 
ink that the newspapers use, and there’s a face 
behind it that’s beautiful and healthy. Tiy to 
get in to it ! That’s where you have to get ! 
That’s where you have to get ! ’ ’ 

He looked out through the blue-grey darkness 
which seemed to be a mixture of twilight and 
dawn. On the sea horizon there Avas a streak of 
red in the sky. Harold looked at it and at the 
mountains and the sea ; but he still felt that he 
could not quite take it in, because irrelevant 
thoughts once more drew a veil across his eyes. 

He went on at a quick pace. Suddenly he 
heard a peculiar sound, and stopped. Yes, it 
was dance music — a concertina. He went on, 
and rounding a little headland, he found himself 
by a small pilot-boat harbour, Avhere a number 
of young people were dancing on the grass and 
"he road, in front of a Avhite house. He could 
lighttight dresses in the half-darkness, 
handle oJ>layer, a young sailor Avith his cap on 
in coming £ his head, Avas sitting on a stone and 
No. it Avas nobjone comer of his mouth, Harold 
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gave them the usual greeting and remembered 
that he himself was only thirty-eight. He then 
went among them and said who he was, offered 
cigars to the boys and begged them to go on with 
the fun. Perhaps lie might be allowed to dance 
too? 

The concertina stopped for a moment, and 
they all looked at him. One or two of the girls 
said quietly that they must be going home, but 
after all the party did not break up, and the 
concertina began again. Harold Avent up to a 
girl in a light dress and straAv hat, and asked for 
a dance, and drawing her to him began to dance ; 
and in a little while they were all dancing. 

Ah, it Avas long since he had had his arm round 
a girl’s AA'aist, or felt a girl’s breath against bis 
cheek ! It made him so delightfully giddy, and he 
stopped for a moment to throAv off his overcoat. 

“ You dance splendidly,” he said. *' What’s 
jmur name? ” 

“ Petra.” 

“ And is jmur father a fisherman out here? ” 

“ No, he’s a pilot.” 

A light Avas still burning in a white house 
where there Avas a kind of cafe, and it ended by 
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Harold leaned upon his stick and tried to take 
it all. in, to forget the unsuccessful rising in 
Barcelona, and to look at the morning, and only 
that, and to think, for instance, of young Petra. 
There must be pretty girls in the town. A boat 
on the bay some June evening, she and he, she 
and he, rocking on the tiny waves and perhaps 
going out to an island. Would that happen to 
him, he wondered? One thing was necessaiy — 
to make his horizon small, to turn down the light 
in those regions of his consciousness that did 
not concern him, to sleep, to let his mind sleep. 
The more wide-awake and far-looking he was, 
the sooner would his hair turn grey and his 
laughter die away. He ought to make his 
surrounding world small. His mother w’as wise. 
She improved the parish schools in the town, and 
believed that mankind had thereby made a great 
step forward. That was nisdom. His mother 
kept her good looks. All honour to the happy 
people with a small horizon, with blinds down 
towards the world and the great sea, and 
.ndndows open to a tiny garden. That is where 
he must go! Ah! how beautiful it was here! 
He would be at peace here ! 
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A feeling of sincere humility filled his mind. 
Many things that he had overlooked for 3'ears 
now came and presented themselves. A pair of 
early starlings were running about, busj' over 
their new nest-building. “ Those are starlings,” 
he said aloud. And wasn’t that a lark he heard 
right over his head? He whistled up into the 
air. Ihen he noticed that the grass running 
down to the water was yelloAv with the flo.wers 
of the rock-rose. The meadow was covered with 
dew and bathed in the rosy light. He picked a 
dandelion from the waj'side. “ You hardy 
brigand ! ” he said, “ that all the world is in 
pursuit of— you are a little sun on earth all the 
same. You shall sit in my buttonhole. And 
now we’ll go ! ” 

He slept with his .window open. Peace, 
peace ! He lay between liis mother’s sheets, 
and felt in his whole body that they were clean 
and nice. Through the open Avindow came the 
sound of the waves breaking upon the beach or 
against the ships in the harbour. The blind blew 
out into the room. He Avas aAvare of it all, but 
only turned over and went on sleeping. The 
room became filled with golden light, with full. 
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flaming daylight ; but he had not to go anywhere, 
he ,was free, and he slept on and on. 

At last he felt there was some one in the room. 
Must he go to another patient? He started up, 
but it was only the maid with a large coffee- 
tray. 

“ Goodness, Lisbeth! is anything the 
matter? ” 

“ No, sir; but I was to say from the mistress 
that she had to go down to the school, as the 
examinations are on, but she would be back by 
one o’clock.” 

” And what time is it now? ” 

“ Oh, it’s scarcely more than twelve now.” 

“ Oh, dear ! and I meant to go on sleeping for 
hours! Thanks, Lisbeth, all the same.” 

He still lay for a little while outstretched .with 
his hands clasped behind his head, in a feeling of 
utter well-being. Thank goodness ! there were 
still three days before he jvas to enter on his 
duties. For three mornings he could wake mth 
the feeling that cA^ery hour of the day Avas his 
oAvn. For the moment it seemed like a great 
event j he Avas so comfortable now ! Every- 
thing in the room looked at him in a friendly 
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way, and seemed to welcome him home. There 
were flowers from his mother’s garden in a vase 
on the table, and tliis afternoon he and she could 
go for a long walk, and talk as they used to do 
in the old days. No patients, no societies to 
trouble about! Free! Gentle forces seemed 
to enter his mind. He no longer trembled with 
the continual hammering of the surrounding 
world upon it ; be was just bke himself. And he 
looked do\ra into this self, and it was like a little 
edifice filled \vith the sound of soft bells. Yes, 
this was himself. There was a little chapel deep 
down in his being, which had hitherto been 
hidden by dust-clouds from the noisy every-day 
world; but now he could see it. The Easter 
bells were I'inging down there. After all, there 
was something divine in him, too, and it only 
needed quiet to unfold freel5% Yes, this was 
himself ! This was himself ! 

Ah, how good it was to be alive ! 

^\Tien he came do^^^Qstairs, the rooms were 
filled with sunshine, and yet — ^what was the 
matter? He stood looking at the breakfast- 
table ; it seemed to him something was wanting. 
He sat down, and everj'thing tasted delicious; 
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blit — what was the matter? Ah! It was the 
morning papers ! Nonsense ! ^Vhat did lie 
care about them ? But after breakfast, when he 
had lighted his pipe, he nevertheless went out 
into the kitchen for them. Lisbeth told him 
that the papers came out in the evening liere. 
Oh, hang it ! He began to walk up and down 
the room, and laughed at himself; and yet he 
felt there was something wanting. It was as 
though a great part of him had had no break- 
fast. He noticed a peculiar hunger to know 
what had happened during the last few days all 
over the world. The beautiful life that he had 
felt awaken in him a little while ago, was in a 
moment eaten up as it were by another being 
that was also himself. He went out, put on his 
bat and coat, and sauntered out again along the 
road by the bay ; but this time he saw nothing 
of the scenery, and had no thought for the 
dandelion, the little sun upon earth. In large 
towns people were now sitting and drinking in 
the immense world-life from their morning 
papers. He would have to wait until the 
evening, and perhaps there wasn’t much in the 
little rags here either. The post from the 
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capital did not come in until to-morrow. He 
bad only screwed his restlessness back twenty- 
four hours. ^Vhat -would come to-morrow? 
That was what he would have to wait for every 
day all the j'-ear round. How would he be able 
to manage it? 

It was as though an enormous wave in 
retreating had once more got hold of him and 
drawn him down. “ Even if you hide yourself 
in the innermost comer ” — ^it said — “ I shall 
find you and drag you out again. You belong 
to the ocean ; and now you no longer have any 
party, any rudder, or any course. You must 
drift hither and thither, but do you think you 
can shut yourself out from the great world- 
feeling? You? Close your eyes! Learn to 
know yourself I What are you in reality? Was 
not all you felt this morning only deception? 
You are nothing after all but an echo of the wide 
world! ” 

Harold drew his hat down over his eyes, and 
walked slowly on along the shore. 


Chapter X 


Lawyer Gundahl was always busy. When he 
came bustling along with his portfolio under his 
arm, it looked as if he were going everjnvhere at 
once. It was not exactly that he Avas so over- 
whelmed with work, but there was so much in his 
head, and he had so many people to speak to, 
and so much that he intended to speak about 
later on. He knew all the men in the little 
toAvn so well that he never took off his hat to any 
of them except the magistrate ; he only waved 
his hand in greeting or farewell, said a couple of 
words here and a couple there, and bustled on 
always busy. If a new kind of shirt appeared 
in a shop-window, or a new book at the book- 
seller’s, he might stop and adjust his spectacles 
to see what it Avas. The Avorld had been unjust 
to Lawyer Gundahl. He Avas so small AA'hen he 
Avas born, that he could lie in a cigar-box ; and 
people teased him by saying that he .would still 
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find room enough in a cradle. His hands were 
so %vithcred that people shrank from touching 
them, his nose u’as flat, and his eyes half blind. 
What caustic speeches he had had to listen to, 
and how much he hud to revenge! Women 
avoided him wherev er he went, and he revenged 
himself by constantlj' stopping them in the 
street to play the gallant and talk to them of 
love. The men did not take much notice of 
him cither, although he was the only niembcr of 
the legal profession in the town who had taken a 
first in his final examination, and the only one 
who has been in Paris, and who was something, 
of a singer. He was kept out of every kind of 
election, and only such cases came to his office 
as his colleagues shrank from having anything to 
do with. Well, the world made grimaces at<v, 
Lawyer Gundahl, and once it had hurt him ; but 
’^now it had ceased to do so, and he revenged 
wortaseK by making grimaces back. He had a 
Haro peppery temperament, said smart things 
jvalked slds neighbour, and rabbed his -withered 
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suffered from disappointed affection, and written 
poems about nymphs and princesses, and 
dreamed dreams worthy of a Byron? And yet 
it ended by his marrying bis cook. Well, his 
house was kept clean and his money saved, but 
the woman herself? Beauty? Intellect? Oh, 
no ! but she drank coffee and gossiped about the 
other married ladies, who imagined they were 
finer than she ; but the worst of it was that she 
gradually expanded and became a perfect 
mountain. Lawyer Gundahl did not find all 
this verj' pleasant, but he put up with it, and 
his laughter only became shriller when misfor- 
tunes befell others. Passers-by often heard 
scolding in his house, but at other times the 
couple would sit holding one another’s hands 
and looking amorously at one another ; but this 
was when some scandal had occurred in the 
town, which gave them the opportunity of 
speaking evil of some one else. 

On this occasion Fru Gundahl was sitting 
knitting behind her wndow-plants, while she 
waited for her husband to come in to dinner. 
Her round face was red, her e5'es were pro- 
minent, and her bosom projected far beyond her 
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double chin. She had just prepared herself to 
give little Paul a lecture ; for the night before he 
had come home from the club in such a condition 
that there was no use in speaking to him then. 

That was his quick little step ! He hung up 
his coat and hat in the passage, and .when he, as 
usual, first put in his head and took a general 
sur\ej of the room through his spectacles, he 
caught sight of his wife, and exclaimed : " My 

word, Emma! you can believe there’s news 
to-day! ” 

News? ” and Fru Gundahl dropped her 
knitting into her lap, but gave her husband a 
look which said : “ Don’t you imagine you’ll 
put me off so easil}' ! ” 

Gundahl came in, went on into the dining- 
room where his writing-table stood, and threw 
doivn his portfolio. He then stood in tlie 
oorway between the two rooms, and compared 
his watch with the clock in the drawing-room, 
and finally came in and continued : 

“ First of all it’s the new doctor. TOat did 
I say ? What did we all say ? Ha, ha, ha ! ” 
Has he already made himself impossible? ” 
asked Fm Gundahl .mthout much interest. 
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“ I don’t Know wlial you’ll think, but he was 
out the very first evening on the hunt for girls 
out by the pilot-boat harbour. I only hope to 
goodness he’ll go on with it ! It’s fine ! And 
moreover he’s veered right round in his politics. 
His labourers and total abstainers aren’t fine 
enough for him out here in the west, it seems. 
He’s refused to let them have a torchlight pro- 
cession in his honour. They’re not even to go 
and give him a single cheer. And now they’re 
in a rage, and, by Jove, they may go some day 
and hoot' him. That sort of people generally 
make short work of fallen angels.” 

“ You were late in coming home last night ! ” 
said Fru Gimdahl as she rose. 

“ But the best’s still to come ! ” said Gundahl, 
rubbing his hands and appearing as if he had 
not heard his wfe’s remark. “ Fru Harrang, 
you know — ^jvell, now we shall have fun in good 
earnest.” 

“ Fru Harrang? What about her? ” 

“ Fiu Harrang will be plajdng the part of 
Cleopatra again.” 

“ What? Is there anjdhing new now’? ” 
Fru Gundahl w'as more interested. 
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“ No, on the contrarj’, it’s tlie old sto^ 5 ^ Ivar 
Holth came here to-day ! ” 

“What? No, really ! Here? Ivar Holth? 
Straight from prison then 1 ” 

“ He landed from the Bergen boat to-day,” 
said Gundahl, trotting delightedly backwards 
and forwards *, for now his wife had got so much 
to occupy her, that she would forget that trifling 
matter concerning himself. 

“ And what is he going to do here now 
then? ” she exclaimed, gazing at him all the 
time in utter consternation. 

“ That I can probably find out for you a little 
later in the day. But that we shall have some 
fun again, that — he, he, he ! ” He was rubbing 
his hands all the time, and at last had the 
temerity to lay his arm across his wife’s broad 
shoulders, and ask ingratiatingly whether dinner 
would not soon be ready. 

“ But what’s the man to make a living by 
now? ” she asked, continuing her train of 
thought. “ And she, a naval officer’s wife ! 
She ought surely to have some sense of 
shame I” 

“ It’s not written anywhere in the stars that 
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we’re to have a sense of shame, little jvife,” 
said Gundahl, shaking his head. 

How did he look? ” 

‘‘ Flourishing, my dear. He looked simply 
splendid.” 

Fru Gundahl suddenlj’' decided that to-day 
her husband would be the better of a dram with 
his food ; and as they sat at dinner, both their 
faces shone nath mutual kindness, because they 
now had something outside their own home with 
which to occup3' themselves. 

Ivar Holth’s history was quite an ordinarj' 
history. lie had come in from the country as 
a boy, and had gradually worked himself xip to 
the position of head clerk in Eanders & Son’s 
office. He was an industrious young man, who 
sat up at night and studied, the first j'ear 
languages and commercial science, afterwards 
philosophical works. Latterlj’^ he had li^'ed with 
his sister, a young widow with several children. 
He provided for this familj’' as if it were his own, 
and the j-ears passed by without his ha^'ing 
thought of manying. 

But then chance brought him his fate. 

Captain Harrang had come to the town as 
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principal of the Seamen’s School, and he brought 
with him a young and unusually beautiful 
wife. 

Ivar Holth danced with her at the club ball 
at Christmas. He held this slender, dark-haired 
girl in a white silk dress, in his arms. She talked 
to him, looked at him, smiled at him and 
encouraged him when she saw how strangely he 
began to behave. Her lightly-flushed face and 
dark eyelashes were so near his own. After- 
wards he talked to her of Schopenhauer, and she 
said; “Fancy! Are you really so learned? ” 
And he conversed svith his partner about New- 
castle, where he had spent six months in an 
office, and she still said : “ Fancy ! Have you 
been there too? ” He amused her immensely; 
and when he stumbled homewards, late that 
night, he stopped to look up at the stars and ask 
them M'hether there was any meaning in life. 

In the days that followed he was another 
being. He sat writing 'poems in office-hours, 
and when his principal as^ed him about some- 
thing, his answer was such as to make the old 
gentleman "put on his spectacles in order to 
observe him more closely. 



The Face o/ the World 


147 


Tiie naval office!' was an ardent card-player, 
and in the club Ivar Holth was fortunate enough 
to be at his table. He lost willingly, gladly 
allowed himself to be fleeced, but attained his 
purpose, namely, of being asked to spend an 
evening at the captain’s house. At last he 
stood in those sacred rooms in which she moved 
about every day, every day. The young wife 
was still kind to him. She had amused herself 
with so many young men, and this one was a 
new type. Before Ivar went home, he had 
received permission to go down to the market 
and carr)’ her parcels home. He did it that day 
and several other days. He got her to go with 
him to a confectioner’s. He still amused her; 
and he had money, and her iiusband had nothing 
but debts. 

I say, Sigurd! ” said old Banders, opening 
the door into the outer office one day, and 
looking over his glasses at his son; “where’s 
the head clerk to-day? ” 

Young Banders was sitting on his stool, 
looking fat and indolent. “ We-ell,” he said, 
“ he’s gone out.” 

“ Don’t you know where he is? ” asked his 
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fatlier. with his red eyes still looking over his 
glasses. 

“ Well, yesterday I met him .with a basket 
of lobsters for Fin Harrang, and to-day perhaps 
he’s gone after salmon.” 

Old Renders blew his nose and said : “ Verj' 
well. Will you ask him to come in to me when 
he makes his appearance again? ” 

Ivar Ilolth’s love-affair became a disease. 
He, an industrious workman, a careful young 
I man, v.-ho had hitherto taken no notice of 
women, was carried away by a new element. 
He had saved up his j'outh so long that he was 
no longer able to control it. The to^^’n began 
to talk about Fru Harrang and him. Let 
them ! lie heard that Fru Harrang herself 
made fun of him. Let her! Would he end 
it then? He lay awake at night and composed 
terable farewell letters; but it all ended in his 
sending her flowers. He kept on letting her 
husband fleece him at cards, and bj’’ degrees he 
became so easily contented that he felt these 
tlisses as little caresses from her. Then one day 
gentsaid No to a walk, but he was allowed to 
observer cakes, and she still accepted flowers. 
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Then he begun silling at night on the doorstep 
of her house. It Avas a martyrdom that he 
voluntarily sought, and it became sweeter every 
time. He sat and looked at the bedroom 
Avindow when it was lighted up. They were 
undressing now, 'And there ! they had put out 
the light, and now they were alone .with one 
another up there, those two, and he — he was 
sitting here ! Now they ■were kissing each 
other, locked in a fast embrace. It cut right 
through his heart, but he sat on. If he could 
not recei\fe a single caress from her, he could at 
least sit here and be unhappy. He felt a desire 
to kill her husband, but instead went on losing 
money to him at cards, so that he might be 
invited once more. What would be the end of 
it? Holth no longer thought about that; he 
went aboixt in a dazed condition, and was 
indifferent to everything and everybody e.xcept 
one. 

One day he noticed, however, that the 
surrounding atmosphere began to be strangely 
sultry, as though a stonn were approaching. 
People looked at him in a different way, and one 
evening, jvhen he met Captain Harrang in the 
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street, the latter stopped him and did not take 
off his hat, or make the slightest sign of any 
intention to do so. 

“ 1 sayl ” he said, “ No, it was not that I 
had any desire to shake hands with you. I onl5’’ 
want to say that you must be so good as to leave 
my wife alone.” 

“ What? I? ” stammered Holth. 

“ You don’t want to give me the trouble of 
thrashing you, do you? Good evening! ” 

Holth went on, knowing that he had now 
reached the limit. He had known it was boimd 
to happen, but he had not uoshed to think about 
it ; for he was determined, \vhen the day came, 
to throw himself into the sea. 

But he did not do it after all. He allowed 
the scandal to come. He let himself be arrested 
for forgery, bowed his head and submitted to 
punishment. He had not wanted to reduce the 
allowance he made to his sister, and of late his 
other expenses had been great ; and he had had 
such practice in writing “Renders & Son.” 
And if it gained him several months in which to 
be unhappy, why should he not do it? 

When he went away, he bade a final farewell 
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to his sister, sa5ang that when his sentence %vas 
over he would emigrate to South Africa; but 
when the time came, he could not do it. It 
would not be pleasant to appear again in the 
little town after having been in prison ; and }’^et 
he came back. 

It was a fair, spare man of about thirty who, 
with a bag in his hand, walked up from the 
quay towards the town. He wore a dark serge 
suit and a grey felt hat. He stooped, was clean- 
shaven and pale, and so thin that his cheek- 
bones and nose stood out sharply ; but his eyes 
looked full of defiance. "When he passed anyone 
he had known well in former days, he looked at 
him, but made no sign of recognition. It was 
as if he said : “ Yes, I know the whole town .mil 
trample on me now ; but she Ha'cs here, so I’m 
coming, no matter what you say ! ” 

Up at the foot of the hills, where the houses 
became small and scattered, he stopped at a 
garden gate, opened it, and went in towards the 
little yellow wooden bouse, that stood behind 
blossoming lilac-bushes. Clothes were hanging 
to drj’’ in the garden, little children’s petticoats 
and tiny stockings on the line. Suddenly a little 
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girl of about five came round a corner, 

sbe saw him, ran fonvard, Alnlher 

Ivar I Have you come home after all • i ’ 

mother 1 It’s Uncle Ivar I” I" 

voung man had lifted the child from tbe giound 

and her two little arms were clasped about his 

A pale young woman in a dark cotton dress 
appeared at the door, and ini’oluntarily put on 
a hand as if to steady herself. 

“Ivarl” ^ .f 

The next moment she looked about her as 
in fear of her neighbours ; but the young luau 
was still chatting ndth the little girl, and it was 
only after he had put her down that he 
approached his sister. 

“ Good morning, Inga ’ ” 

She was silent for a moment, and breathe 

heavily. 

“ You — ^you must come in,” she said sottlj, 
and drew him in by the hand, as if she wanted 

to hide him. . , 

It was a small room with plush chairs and a 

ptoo, and on the wall hung pictures of giea 
Geman'^^sioiaus. Ivafs bvother-m-law had 
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been an organist, and had also plaj^ed the ^dolin 
which now hung over the sofa between Wagner 
and Chopin. 

The brother and sister stood a moment looking 
at one another. 

“ How are you all here? ” 

“ Quite Avell, thank you. But you ! Dear 
Ivar! ” she said taking both his hands in hers, 
her eyes filling with tears. 

“Yes, I suppose I oughtn’t to have come 
here, but ” 

“ Aren’t you hungry? Will you have a cup 
of chocolate? ” she asked, trying to get the 
better of her emotion. 

“,I’m afraid you have a cough, Ingal ” 
“Don’t talk about me, but sit down.. It 
won’t be so very long before dinner is ready,” 
she said; and making him sit down on the sofa, 
she hurried out. He heard her blowing her 
nose, and knew that she had begun to cr3% 

So here he sat again in the little cottage that 
had been his home for several years, with its 
plants and ornaments and music and books. His 
brother-in-law had succumbed to a chest-disease, 
and after his death his wife had gone to the 
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expense of liavinp a lavRC portrait of him done, 
and this now lump on one .wall fiy itself. Tjie 
hollow-c'licckcd yonnp man up tlicrc seemed to 
be lookinp down at him, Ivar, and saving : 
“ You can’t think how hard your sister has 
striven to keej) things going while you’ve been 
away ; but it’s a peculiar kind of help you’re 
bringing her now ! ” 

’Fhen the children came rushing In. The 
eldest girl, Grethe, was seven. She had just 
come from school, and headed the others. 
” Uncle ! Is it true? ” she cried, throwing her 
.arms round his neck, while the little two*yenr- 
old boy crawled over the threshold, crying, 
“ Uncle! ” “ Have 3*011 come back now from 
that long journey?” asked the little girl, 
as she kissed him and hid her face on liis 
shoulder. And then they all began to talk 
at once. 

T'hcy had dinner together as in the old days, 
and when the children .were sent away, the 
brother and sister sat silent for a little while, 
looking out of the window. 

‘ I suppose 3'ou’ve let out m3* room? ” he 
said at last. 
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“ No,” she answered, drawing with her finger 
on the table. 

“ I suppose 3^0 u — you won’t want me as a 
lodger now, Inga? ” 

She did not answer at once, but bent her head, 
and her breath came quickl3^ 

“ I’m afraid it’ll be difficult for 3'ou to be here 
in this toum, Ivar.” 

“ I know it nail. And 3’ou jvill be ashamed to 
have me in 3''our house now.” 

“ You know quite w'ell that it isn’t that; but 
I’m afraid — well, that it’ll be the same thing 
over again. It isn’t good for 3’^ou to be where 
she is.” 

He W'as silent for some time. “ I ought, of 
course, to have gone and drowned m3’^self,” he 
said at last. “ But it’s you and yours I have to 
consider. No, I must try to begin again. If 
only I had something to do ! ” 

“ What have 3'-ou thought of beginning now, 
Ivar? ” 

“ If there’s nothing else to be done, I suppose 
I can be a dock-labourer or driver. I’ve no 
reason to be proud now,” 

They sat in silence again for a little while. 
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breathing so easily in the lilac-'Scented air that 
came throngh the open window. 

His pale face had acquired a tinge of brown 
from the sea air on his waj’’ home, but his closed 
eyes seemed to sink deeper and deeper in. Ah, 
it was months since he had really slept I His 
sister was washing up in the kitchen, and he 
loved the sound. The children were chattering 
in the garden, the flies buzzed, and he gentty fell 
asleep, sinking into deep slinnber and finding 
rest there. At last I 




Chapter XI 


Os the morning when Harold Mark was to take 
over the hospital, Sister Alma went about m a 
peculiar state of uneasiness. She had not 
forgotten how he mocked at his own profession 
the first day he w’as at home ; but why then i 
he want to take so important a post? She felt as 
if she had something at stake, and as if she her- 
self w’ere more useless than before. W^ien she 
had gone into the Red Cross she was crushed 
with suffering and robbed of all her dreams, and 
the life wdthin the hospital-walls had brought her 
not only forgetfulness, but also cheerfulness. 
She was still young and prettj', and w'hen 
she entered a ward, with a newlj'-awakened 
3oy in li\dng in her everj' movement, she seemed 
to spread sunshine around her, and brought 
smiles to the pale faces in the beds. 

But she did not like to have to doubt what a 
doctor did. She could attend the worst 
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operations without moving a muscle, because she 
knew it was for the good of the patient ; but she 
could not bear to think that a doctor doubted 
himself. 

She worshipped Harold’s mother. When the 
great catastrophe befell her home, and the town 
gossip was busy with its fallen members, it was 
Fru Mark who came and called ; and afterwards, 
when she came back as sister, and her parents 
M'ere dead, it was again Fru Mark who managed 
that the girl should live .with her, so that she 
.should not feel quite so lonely in her native town. 

"Many an evening the two women had ^at and 
talked about the much-discussed doctor in 
Christiania, and Sister Alma had become 
infected with his mother’s care for him, aud she 
Avanted things to go well with him now. 

She had had a spring cleaning in her division, 
so that he should find everything in order, 
although perhaps he w^ould take no notice of it 
at all. 

The moment arrived. Harold went quickly 
up the stairs accompanied by the assistant 
physician, Dr. Ramra^ square-built man with a 
-thick, browm moustache. It was to be a pre- 
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lirainarj’ survey of the various wards, and Sister 
Alma and another nurse accompanied them in 
case they should be wanted. 

“ I think we’ll look at the operating-room 
fii'st,” said Harold, and wdien they went in he 
stood in the middle of the room and looked about 
him. > 

“ Oh ! ” he said at last. “ So this is the 
operating-room. But I sa}% isn’t there even a 
Rdntgen apparatus here? ” 

Dr. Ramm shook his head. “ There’s been 
some talk about it,” he said, “ but we haven’t 
got any fm-ther.” 

Then I think we’ll telegraph to Berlin for it 
this evening,” said Harold, nodding at Dr. 
Ramm. “Will jrou be so kind as to see to that?” 

Well,” objected Dr. Ramm with a smile, 
but the Department must first grant the 
money.” 

1 11 take the responsibility. There’s a limit 
to everything. But wait a little ! There’ll be 
several other things tlrat we shall have to order 
in the same telegram.” 

Dr. Ramm bowed. The two sisters exchanged 
glances. 
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In going through one of the long passages 
Harold suddenly stopped. 

“ Hullo! ” he exclaimed. “ Here’s a little 
organ! Who pla3’’s it? ” 

“ I do,” said Sister Alma. 

“ For the patients? ” 

“ Of course.” 

” Hymns? ” 

She nodded. “ Yes, hj^mns ; and other things 
too.” 

“ Well, it’s perhaps no bad medicine, that,” 
he remarked, passing on. 

When they had been over the whole group of 
buildings, Harold asked Sister Alma and Dr. 
Ramm to come with him into his room. 

“ The hospital is overcrowded,” he said. 
” Those who don’t die of disease or of our drugs, 
.will die of the atmosphere in there. More room 
must be made.” 

“ Well, but there is no more room ! ” said 
Dr. Ramm. 

“ Yes, there’s the senior physician’s house. I 
don’t need to move in there ; so this afternoon ■we 
shall have to take some of them over there. I’ve 
decided that the blue dining-room shall be j'our 
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room, Sister Alma. Have you any objection to 
settling in there this evening? " 

Sister Alma nodded. It was sad to have to 
leave Fru Mark, but at the same time she was 
glad that he was going into eveiy^thing so 
thoroughly ; and he spoke in a tone that made 
obedience a matter of course. 

“ Then about the provisioning ! ” he said, 
seating himself at the writing-table and passing 
his fingers through his beard. “ It seems to me a 
most ridiculous arrangement that a hotel shall 
provide the food for the patients. And how can 
we have any check on it? But there could be a 
splendid kitchen down in the large basement. 
^A^here is the steward? ” 

“ There is no steward,” said Dr. Ramm. 
Harold raised his eyebrows. “ What! ” he 
exclaimed. “ W'dl, it looks as if there’d be a 
few things to see to in the first few days. It’s a 
good thing, however, to have something to do,” 
he added with a sigh, as he looked towards the 
window. 

When evening came. Sister Alma’s few 
possessions bad all been moved in, her bed made, 
and she herself was sitting by the mndow. 
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looking down into the big garden. There were 
two or three cherry-trees in blossom do^^^l there ; 
and beyond, the little grey waves of the bay were 
breaking on the beach. In the other direction, 
on the outskirts of the town, she could see the 
M’hite house on the rocky knoll, where mother 
and son were now probably sitting at supper. 

And now she was living here. The house was 
in one wing of the hospital, and on the right 
she could look into the courtyard and see the 
grey walls at the back of the building, and feel 
the melancholy hospital atmosphere. It was as 
though the great buildings themselves were ill ; 
and in the wards there were rows and rows of 
beds containing outstretched forms, several of 
them half dead. She was accustomed to it 
all, and yet as she sat there, she felt alone, and 
knew that she would never have another home. 

The telephone-bell rang, and she went to it 
and held the receiver to her ear. 

“ It’s Dr. Mark. How are .vou, sister? ” 

“ All right, thank you ! ” 

“ I iust happened to think of something. I 
once bought a grand piano when I was in 
Christiania. You have plent}" of room, haven’t 
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you? Wouldn’t you like to have it dowi 
there? ” 

“ Why 3’^es, of course I should ! But it woulc 
be too bad to take it ! ” 

“ And then you could sit and plaj^ Beethoven’s 
ninth sj^’niphony when things get too sad foi 
you down there.” 


“ Well, but don’t you want it yourself? ” 

I haven’t room for it, and I don’t want if 
either. Good-night, sister! ” 

The days came and went, and Sister Alma 
still found it difficult to understand this strange 
man. By the bedside of a patient he was so pro- 
fessional and cold. It was onlj^ the disease and 
not the patient that he cared about ; and in the 
milder cases he looked as if he were indescribably 
boi-ed. But she had never seen a doctor so quiet 
when he stood at the operation table ; and when 
his assistant made a mistake he did not get angry, 
but would say with a kindly smile : “ Don’t be 


’^easy I It’ll be all right, you’ll see'"' ” 

Wh he had entered on his duties, he 

. "ated on a case of very advanced cancer 

'rally did, for he did not want 
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to leave the patient. Late that evening she 
died, and her old husband, a peasant from one of 
the islands, who had been sitting waiting all the 
time in an ante-room, jvas told of it, and went 
sadly down the stairs. Sister Alma was very 
tired that evening, and when at last she went to 
bed, only tossed from side to side, unable to 
sleep. 

It was past niidnight Avhen she happened to see 
from her window that there was a light in the 
dissecting-room. She put on her dressing-gown 
and went across, and on opening the door she 
saw the body of the old woman lying on 
the table and Dr. Mark in his white 
operating-coat, sitting by the open .window, 
smoking a cigar. Sister Alma stood gazing in 
astonishment. Had he carried the body in 
himself and then stood here at this late hour, 
tired out after a fatiguing day, dissecting it in 
order to find out more about the old woman’s 
disease ? Behind him was the grey spring night, 
and through the open window she could see the 
bay and the mountains, and against them his 
profile with fair hair and beard, and dreamy eyes 
looking straight before him. 
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“ Mother!” he said at last. “ Can you tell 
me what the politicians in aU the Christian 
countries do?” 

“ No indeed I You know more about that 
than I do, my dear.” 

“ And what they use their armies for? Oh 
well, that’s true — the armies are only a crowd of 
waiters on the financiers. They go out and rob 
their neighbours when bank-manager So-and-so 
needs a piece of their property. But I was 
reading here of the latest massacres in Armenia. 
The Turkish soldiers are having a merry time, 
and the}* make a mother look on ^vhile her child 
is dashed to pieces against the font in the church. 
And .what do you think she does? She tears ouL 
her omi eyes, and cries that God must have gone 
mad. God! Mad! Not so bad, was it?” 

Fru Mark let her knitting fall upon her lap. 
She gazed at him, but the expression on his face 
made her afraid to say an}'tlnng. 

He threw doN^Ti the paper, lose, and began to 
walk up and do^s-n. “ You sigh, mother, and by 
to-moiTow you’ll have forgotten it, and a good 
thing, too; and all over the world people are 
reading this now. and they sigh and will }ia%'e 
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forgotten it by to-morrow. But I ask myself, 
motlier, wbat does the policy of the great 
Christian Powers aim at, when such things as 
this can happen? And they happen now, and 
will happen to-morrow, and next j'ear; and 
kings and presidents and ministers and bishops 
all over Europe sleep w’ell. But I also ask myself 
what the socialists really want, what the 
revolutionaries w’ant. Are they only fighting 
about pots and pans? I am certain that when 
they get the power into their ovti hands they’ll 
be just as coarse and bmtal as the others ; and 
thus all the battles w’ill be wasted, all the fine 
speeches thrown a%vay. Over again and over 
again. And therefore it’ll always be the same 
problem, mother — ^jvhat really is man? I have 
dissected many, and rummaged about in many 
brains, and studied psychiatry and psychology, 
and seen and learnt a little ; but man — ^^vhat in 
the world is man?” 

He walked slowly baclavards and fonvards, 
with now and then a nervous movement of his 
hand through his beard. It irritated him that 
his mother could sit there so calml}’^ and look at 
him. She did not tremble ; it w'as too far off. 
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It was probably only like a play to her. He 
suddenly went to tfie door. He must get out 
into the open air. 

“ Harold!” she called. 

“ Good night!” he said. 

“ No, don’t go, Harold ! Come and sit down ! 
There’s something I want to talk to you about.” 

He stopped at the door. “ What’s the 
matter now?” 

“ Come and sit dojvn ! You surely aren’t too 
busy?” 

He sat down with his hands on his knees, and 
looked expectantly at her. 

” What I wanted to say, Harold, was that 
latterly at any rate, j’^ou haven’t cared about 
anything except what was verj’ far away. 
vGoodness knows that this -with the Armenians 
is\dreadful, but neither you nor I can help 
thcuA But there are people in this verj' town 
who ai\>^ suffering, suffering terribl3\ Have j^^ou 
heard abov^t Ivar Holth?” 

“ No, mfc^^ther, I haven’t, and I tell you 
honestly it’ll a^o one any good by telling me 
about him eitlieiS, pf he’s a person who’s really 
unliappy, as you then neither you nor I can 
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help him, I suppose; and besides, my life is 
simply divided up into little bits by thinking of 
all the unfortunate beings on this earth. That’s 
the stupidity of it! Why the deuce should I 
mix myself up in things that don’t concern me? 
Tell me something pleasant, mother ! Give me 
the name of a newspaper that brings a little 
sunshine into one’s mind, and I’ll go out at once 
and put my name down for it !” 

He slapped his knees jvith his hands, and rose, 
still in a state of excitement. His mother 
sighed and was silent ; and after standing for a 
moment, Harold went out and downstairs. 

An hour later he returned, however, and was 
calmer. He went to his mother, who was still 
sitting in the same place, and kissed her on the 
forehead, then sat down, and taking her 
knitting away from her, laid it on a chair. 

“ Don’t be angry with me, mother,” he said, 
“ for being so impossible. Now tell me what’s 
wrong Mth that fellow. Ivar Holth was his 
name, wasn’t it?” 

So his mother began to tell him, and Harold’s 
attention was aroused. This was not a case of a 
man who was ruined by drink or po^'erty. This 




188 


The Face of the World 


was not tlie fault of society. This was only a 
man who had become a grey to himself and a 
prey to others. It was impossible to j)lace it in 
the usual categories. E’l'en if the world were 
some day to be ruled with perfect justice, a 
thing like this might still happen. Man — do you 
know man ? 

TlTien she had finished he sat looking out of 
the .window, running his fingers through his 
beard. 

“And the sister, poor thing!” he said at*" 
last. “ Has she any one to look after her?” 

“ I’ve been to see her to-day, but unfor- 
tunately it’s as you say : ‘ '\\Tiat is there that 
we can do?’ ” 

“ I could go and have a talk with him,” said 
Harold. “ I suppose thej^’d let me into the 
prison.” 

A couple of days later he was sitting reading 
in his study, when some one knocked and Ivar 
Holth entered, dressed in a blue smock and big 
workmen’s boots. 

“ Excuse my shondug myself like this, sir, but 
I’ve come straight from work.” 

“ Sit do\vn, Herr Holth!” 
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But Holth remained standing. “ I only 
.wanted to come up at once,” he said, “ and 
thank you for ^Yhat you’ve done for me-” 

“ I?” said Harold in astonishment, as he 
mechanically placed a paperknife in the book he 
was reading. “ Have I done anything for you?” 

“Yes; that day you came down to the 
prison you spoke to others besides me, and I’ve 
heard that you went to the King’s Counsel and 
— and that you ended by giving a kind of bail 
for me.” 

“ Oh, nonsense !” 

Holth flushed slightly as he stood playing 
nervously with his cap, but at last looked up. 
“ It’s only that I don’t understand,” he said, 
“ how you could do anything of the sort, sir, 
because you know nothing about me.” 

“ Have you got anything to do now, Holth?” 

“Yes, I’ve got work on the quay, at 
Sommerfeldt’s. But it was Fru Mark who 
helped there.” 

Harold looked at this strange man, who spoke 
like a head-clerk and stood there in the clothes 
of a dock-labourer. His face was pale and his 
eyes were sunken and surrounded bj’^ shadows. 
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There was one town in the .world where he had 
to run the gauntlet every day, and that was the 
toum in which he wanted to live. Do you know 
man? 

“ I’m sorrj^ to say I have a favour to ask of 
you, sir. It was if you Avould come up and see 
my sister.” 

“ Is your sister ill?” 

“ She always has a cough. If 5'ou had time, 
would you mind going udth me to see whether 
it’s an}i;hing serious. I’m ^•ery sorry to trouble 
you to go to her, but I shall never in this world 
get her to go to a doctor herself.” 

“ Will j’ou wait a minute while I ring up to 
the hospital?” And Holth heard him say 
through the telephone : “ Hullo ! Is that 
Sister Alma? How is the boy that got the shot 
in his head? Is he conscious now? And tem- 
perature? Good! I’ll look in later this 
evening. Good-bye ! ” 

In a little while they were walking together 
through the town. Just now there was nobody 
so much talked about as these two, and people 
^ared. Near the IS’-ew Church, the brown brick 
uilding up on tlie hill, they passed Lawyer 




The Face of the World 


191 


Gundahl, who was taking an evening stroll with 
his wife. When they had gone past, the lawyer 
turned, and adjusted his spectacles to look at 
them, saying : “ Do you see that? We may 
have some fun out of that.” 

Holth opened the door of the little cottage, 
and let the doctor go in before him. The 
children were all in bed, and could be heard 
chattering in the next room. The young 
mother was sitting sewdng. She rose with an 
expression of astonishment on her face, and 
then hastened to clear away some children’s 
clothes that had been left on a chair. 

“ This is the patient,” said Holth. *’* And 
this is the doctor, Inga,” he went on, turning 
to his sister. “You mustn’t mind our taking 
you by surprise, but now j'ou’ve got to go 
through with it anyhow.” 

His sister blushed. “ But there’s nothing the 
matter with me, Ivar,” she stammered, looking 
at the doctor. “ Whatever have you got into 
your head?” 

“ Well, now you must be good enough to let 
the doctor examine your chest. I’ll go and 
.wait outside.” 




192 


The Face of the World 


Ivar walked up and down the little garden in 
suspense. Supposing it were already too late to 
save his sister, there would one day be four little 
children who had neither father nor mother. 

At last the doctor came out. Ivar hastened 
up to him, sajdng : “Well, sir, what do you 
think?” 

Harold stood still and lighted a cigar. 
“ Would you like to come for a walk with me?” 
he asked. 

“A walk! We two!” Ivar involuntarily 
glanced at his clothes. “ No thank you ; I shall 
be satisfied if you will tell me what you think of 
my sister.” 

“ Nonsense ! Come along and have a little 
walk with me up the high-road. It won’t do 
you any harm.” 

The result was that Ivar w’ent in and put on 
another coat and went wth the doctor. 

It was not until they Avere outside the toAvn on 
the road that ran at the foot of the precipitous 
cliffs along the bay that Harold stopped and 
looked at his companion. 

Yes, he said. “ Your sister would need to 
go to a sanatorium as soon as possible.” 
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Holth turned pale and gazed at him. “ Then 
— ^then she is really bad !” he said. 

“ As far as I ean tell after this one examina- 
tion, she is not so bad but that she might get 
over it, if it were only taken at once. But I 
suppose it ydll not be very easy for her to leave 
the children?” 

Ivar was not listening. He took oif his cap 
and wiped his brow and looked out over the bay. 
“ Is that so?” he said, as if to himself. “ And 
— and it’s my fault.” He breathed heavily, and 
wiped his brow again. 

“ Let’s go on a little faiiher,” Harold 
suggested. 

When Ivar Holth that evening went home 
alone from the white house, he walked with an un- 
steady step. He was thinking of his sister — that 
was one thing — and of the doctor having treated 
him as an equal — that was the second thing. He 
was confused and bewildered. Yes, Dr. Mark 
had called him Herr Holth all the time. He had 
spoken in a tone that .was neither condescend- 
ing nor dictatorial, but only pleasant ; and 
when they separated he said that they must soon 
have another walk like that. Did he mean it? 


N 
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Ivar -walked up and down the little garden in 
suspense. Supposing it were already too late to 
save his sister, there would one day be four little 
children who had neither father nor mother. 

At last the doctor came out. Ivar hastened 
up to him, sajdng : “Well, sir, what do you 
think?” 

Harold stood still and lighted a cigar. 
“ Would you like to come for a walk with me?” 
he asked. 

‘ ‘ A walk ! We two ! ’ ’ Ivar involuntarily 
glanced at his clothes. “No thank j’^ou ; I shall 
be satisfied if you will tell me what you think of 
ray sister.” 

“ Nonsense ! Come along and have a little 
walk with me up the high-road. It won’t do 
you any harm.” 

The result was that Ivar went in and put on 
another coat and went with the doctor. 

It was not until they were outside the tovm on 
the road that ran at the foot of the precipitous 
cliffs along the bay that Harold stopped and 
looked at his companion. 

Yes, he said. “ Your sister would need to 
go to a sanatorium as soon as possible.” 
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straight before .him, his face growing redder and 
redder ; then he suddenly rose, took up his hat 
and stick, and going out into the street, turned 
up towards the white house. 
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taking up a paper-knife and passing it through 
his fingers. 

“You are a great idealist, but of the one- 
eyed type, be it said ; and for that very reason 
you are — if you will excuse my saying so — a 
dangerous person.” 

“ Thank you!” 

“ It is being said in the town that you have 
given this Ivar Holth the appointment of 
steward at the hospital.” 

“ That is so.” 

“ It is not a joke then?” 

“ A joke?” 

“ You did not wish to give capable and 
esteemed men in this town the opportunity to 
apply for such a comparatively good post?” 

“ It is so easy for esteemed men to get good 
posts.” 

“ It was perhaps your deliberate intention to 
appoint a person of unsound mind?” 

“ Excuse me, but I thought this was a matter 
between the Department and me.” 

“ Now, Dr. Mark, you can of course show me 
the door and decline to have any interference on 
my part; but you mustn’t forget that we’re 
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both stubborn men- I know wbat I’m about in 
coming here.” 

“ Wbat do you want then?” 

” I would very seriously counsel you to 
reconsider the matter. "For your own sake. Do 
it this very day ! Ivar Holtb is mad !” 

“ Nonsense I He is not mad.” 

” I know more about that than you do. He 
has long been dulled and deaf to the very centre 
of all, namely his own dignity.” 

” That is what I want to restore to him.” 

” Youl” 

“Yes, I,” said Harold, bending forward. 

” Then the position of steward is to be a 
medicine?” Dr. Prahl laughed scornfully and 
wiped his forehead with his pocket-handkerchief. 

” I don’t think there is any use in our talldng 
about this matter any longer,” said Harold. 
“ Ivar Holtb is a clever accountant. I have that 
from his former employer.” 

“ Do you know that he’s been in prison?” 

“ So had Bishop Skrefsrud.” 

“ And what if the man’s madness developes 
further, and he one day kills people?” 

“ Oh, Doctor Prahl, how can you !” 


n-.’ /'Vcf '>/ Wtnhi 

“ Well. l*vt‘ \vnrm*{l yoit .Afterunniv, ivliftn 
iL'h loo Inlc, yuis cun <'onic willi iiic excuse Ihui 
you jncatii well ; but theu I shall sluud tip fuiil 
say thn! there iv u kinrl nf jihilunthropy Ihut is 
criminiil. I luu’c lohl jwi so toohiy; lUit! if you 
nuswer find you tube the rcsjuiusibilily, then I 
xny to you : ‘ If flic man .sets fire lo lltc l<n’i> 
some clay, whnt kooi! can your responsibility be 
tons'?"’ 

“ I think thrd now youbc exjtluincfl tills 
.suflieientiy clenrly,” .vtid IlnrohJ. 

Dr. Prahl rose. He was crimson 'V ith 
vextdion, nnd lind to use hi.s hundkcreliicf upnhu 

“ "Well, now yon know what all the town 
thinks abend this.” 

“ I’m .sorry, but 

“ But it naturally docs not intcrc.st you 

to know what a whole town thinks of your 
actions.” 

” No.” 

” No, of course not.” Dr. Prahl bowed nnd 
turned to the door. Harold rose to accompany 
nm downstairs, but the other turned as he 
i. the"<^^ on the door-knob, 

plamy though, Dr. Mark, that you won't 

1 c 
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give me any explanation of tliis I'cmai’lcable 
action ; for yon see ” — ^he looked down at his 
straw hat — “ I should be sony if you continued 
to lead such a solitary life.” 

“ Explanation? Are you so anxious for an 
explanation?” 

“ Yes. I talk to so many people, you know.” 
“For goodness sake, don’t bring in the 
many ! But between ourselves I may say ; 
Show Ivar Holth a little forbearance! You 
who talk to so many people, remember that. I 
suppose we agree in believing that everj* man . 
has in him material both for heaven and hell; 
but when once he begins to go down, the world, 
comes and pushes, and wants him to go down 
still more quickly. I noil ask you not to help 
with that. As for me, I have striven to the 

best of my ability for so many things, but ” 

“ You have indeed ! Ha, ha 1” 

“ But I’ve ” he became almost em- 

barrassed as he leaned against the wi'iting-table 
— I’ve come to the conclusion that if you can 
save a single human being from going to the 
dogs, it’s better than fighting for ten pro*- 
grammes,” 




‘ ‘ Hm ’ ’ ’ The other blew his nose loudly and 

looked towardsthewindow. “ So that .s your-^ 

your explanation?” 

“ Take it as you will. ±5ut ^ . 

cures upon so many who ^^^ertheless^d^ 
Suppose that once in a while we could 
in-in helping a human being over a purely 

moral difficulty? Tvar 

“ It’s a sheer impossibihty to he p 

Holth.” 

“ I don’t think so.” 

“Think I No, no I This is a kind of ideahty 

again, isn’t it? You imagine you 

Holth by vaguely going about and behevi g 

“ Well, honestly— if we lose what we call 
faith, for instance faith in mankind, why m 
heavcD!s name do we want to heal them . 

“ That sounds well, but in this instance y 
faith is criminal folly, which is what a doctor 

should be the last to engage in. ^ ^ 

said my say, and I wash my hands of the wh 

business. Gopi evening ! remained 

When the doctor had gone, Ha 
Sm at the whado. to coUect h.s thoughts. 
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“The old iool!” he thouglit, and smiled. 
“What in the world does it matter to him! 
But I was frightfully solemn myself, and talked 
about rescuing and faith and about its being 
better to raise one poor wretch than to light for 
ten programmes. Did I mean it? Goodness 
knows whether I didn’t mean it ! Well, well!” 

Dr. Prahl, however, walked past the quays in 
a strange condition of mind. Something within 
him told him that when he was young he might 
have behaved exactly like Harold Mark. Why, 
then, had he made so much fuss ? Why had he 
interfered in the confounded matter? 'V’lTiat 
business was it of his ? 

Dr. Prahl was in reality a warm-hearted man. 
He would willingly go out to the islands to see 
sick fishermen who, he knew, were unable to 
pay him a farthing ; and he had many a time , 
given a poor old woman both a prescription and | 
a few coppers to go to the chemist’s with. But 
he had a weakness, and that was that he liked to 
act pope. If anything happened in the town 
that he had no share in, he inflated himself and 
thundered. He had once set afloat this 
assertion that Ivar Holth was mad. He was not 
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He was still singing. Great heavens, how he 
sang ! 

He was standing in his shirt-sleeves in front of 
the mirror, struggling nuth his collar-stud. 
“ Now, you idiot! won’t you? At last! But 
that tie’s got a spot on it.” He went to the 
drawers and turned them over. 

“ Ah, mother! Have you come to see how 
fine I’m going to be? To-day I’m going to put 
on a white waistcoat and dress coat. Have you 
ever seen me so smart before? ” 

“ No, my dear, not for a long time, at any 
rate.” She sat dowm on the sofa, and looked 
at him with loving, smiling eyes. 

“ That rose of yours, mother, down there on 
the wall, has such a scent that it makes me 
drunk. Things like that ought to have a 
temperance society, loo, don’t you think so? ” 

“ Now you must dance a great deal,” said his 
mother, “ and choose a very pretty partner.” 

‘ Ho you know I’m dancing-mad in every 
muscle! And now I understand why I’ve 
wanted to root out all the evil in the world. It 
was so as to have a good conscience to put my 
arm round girls’ waists, and just dream and 
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dance. What time is it? ” He looked at his 
watch and put it in his pocket. 

“ Well, good-bye then, little mother! ” He 
went to her, and taking her head between his 
hands, smiled down into her face, and finally sat 
down beside her on the sofa for a moment, with 
his arm round her shoulders. 

“You sit here like a patient inater dolorosa 
for the whole world ! That must be why your 
hair’s become so grey.” 

“ Now, why will you always talk nonsense 
when you talk to me, Harold?” 

“ lYliy, you know perfectly well, mother, that 
there’s nothing but nonsense in me. Now, for 
instance, I’m going to play pope-joan with the 
devil for — for Ivar Holth. The prophet Prahl 
will probably hold the cards for the evil one, and 
all the to'svn wall look on as at a play. Ha, ha, 
ha! Isn’t that amusing? That’s the kind of 
trifle I enlh^en myself with now — ^I, who once 
dreamt of becoming a great man. Well, I 
suppose it’s time. Good-bye ! ” 

“ Don’t forget to take a warm coat ndth you ! 
You’ll be warm after dancing, and it’s cold on 
the water.” 
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The little steamer sailed out of the bay, 
looking as if it were filled with flowers of every 
hue; but they were people in bright summer 
attire — coats, dresses and straw hats. A little 
band began playing, and the faces on board 
began to brighten. Harold was standing at the 
railing, talking to Consul Mohn’s sister; but 
when he saw something white begin to wave 
from his mother’s house, he sprang up on to a 
seat and eagerly waved his straw hqt. 

Froken Mohn was fair, tall and fe’tately. She 
wore a light cloak and a veil oyor fier hat, and 
she looked at him nith a peculiar smile. 

“ You’re fond of your mothjer, I can see, Dr. 
Mark.” { 

“ You’ve no idea what a ladge heart I’ve got, 
Froken Mohn; so bewart|vi I’m quite 
unmanageable when I start in l-hat direction.” 

“You! ” she laughed. “ Y\pu who shun us 
all ! YiTiat can have come OA er\ you to let my 
brother succeed in dragging y\ou out here 
to-day? ” \ 

“ MTiy, of course, it’s all puTely\a matt;er of 
calculation. I hold back at first. l\ know how 
much every one loves me, and then one-, oughtn’t 
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to give way at once. You, being a woman, know 
that.” 

She shook ber head and smiled. 

It was a hot evening. The sun stood among 
flaming clouds far do^vn in the west. The water 
lay without a ripple, and it .was only when the 
bay %videned out into the sea that the surface 
was ruffled udth a blue breeze. A world of 
islands unfolded themselves, strewn, as it were, 
all over the broad sui'face of wavelets. Low 
rocks, covered with seaweed, and smooth rocky 
islets lay in groups like mother seabirds with their 
young ones round them. Great animals with 
blind faces had lain do\vn out here, and in their 
shelter stood one or two grey fisher-huts, with 
smoke going up from their chimneys. Old men 
with humps on their backs were rising out of the 
sea to gaze into the west ; and there a giantess 
had waded out from the mountain and sat down 
in the sea to blow upon it. Her cauldron lay 
bottom upwards beside her, and over it there now 
wandered large flocks of hardy sheep. Multi- 
tudes of white gulls sailed overhead, screaming 
and calling, gilded by the sun ; the waves foamed 
at the foot of the cliffs, and there was a smeU of 
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salt sea, of seaweed and of green tilings wafted 
over to the steamer, that made nostrils expand 
and eyes brighten with the feeling of freshness, 
;while the band involuntarily played with more 
vigour. 

Harold did not know many on board, but he 
wandered about giving special attention to the 
ladies. He had once more made an effort to put 
aside all seriousness, and to-day he was going to 
look at women. He knew that to many of them 
the Consul’s ball was the event of the year. Lady 
clerks saved up their white dresses from year to 
year ; young \vives, who could not afford to keep 
a maid, had got their mother-in-law to look after 
the children, and were here in wedding-dresses 
remade ; and clerks and shop-assistants were 
among the guests to-day, for they were generally 
the most indefatigable of dancers. 

They were approaching an island on which 
stood a single house, a large white one, flying a 
flag. The steamer rvent alongside a pier that 
iutted into the water on piles, and her passengers 
streamed ashore, talking gaily. Lanier Gundahl 
was running about mth a rose in his button-hole 
and a word for everj^body. A dancing-floor of 
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boards bad been laid do^vn on the flat courtyard 
behind the house ; and after food and wine had 
been served at small tables among the fir-trees, 
the band began to play and the couples moved 
out. 

A young man ^vith a reddish beard and eye- 
glasses came out of the house with a white-haired 
lady on his arm. She held back a little, but he 
drew her on, and as they passed Harold the 
young man said with a smile : “We two 
generally open the ball, but she had hidden her- 
self to-day,” It was Consul Molm and his 
mother. 

The sinking sun was sending crimson shafts 
across the green water. A tall-masted schooner 
stood out on the horizon to the south, and in the 
sunset light her sails were filled wth purple and 
gold. The year was so far advanced that the 
evening gradually became dark blue; the sun 
disappeared, the clouds faded, and here and there 
a pale star came out, while all round the island 
bonfires were lighted and rockets sent up. 

The steamer had anchored a little wa}^ out, 
and her coloured lights twinkled across the dark 
water. 
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Baskets ol champagne were constantly being 
carried to a long table under the fir-trees', and 
every now and then the Consul’s voice was heard 
above the general conversation, making known 
the fact that fresh supplies of the strengthening 
beverage had arrived. 

And they danced. A few of the gentlemen 
began to grow red in the face, and to embrace 
one another and roar wth laughter at the veriest 
trifle. Differences in business life and on the 
municipal board svere forgotten, and men drank 
to eternal friendship between two waltzes. 

And Harold danced. It seemed to him that 
he had got hold of his own youth again,- He did 
not care much for these men, whose horizon 
extended no farther than to their own work; 
but that mv\st be a fault in himself. He was 
dancing now. Dr. Prahl w’as not here, but 
innumerable eyes sent him timid glances which 
said: “ There he is! ” Well, now it w'as the 
daughter of the director of police -with whom he 
^ was dancing for the fourth time. She was 
^;wenty, red-haired, slim and pale, .with the 
mi^st miscliievous brown eyes in the world. 

^ little feet in white shoes were once more 
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tripping about beside his own, an^ he felt little 
breaths against his neck, one after another. 
And the stars were above them, her thin yellow 
dress harmonised so well %vith the dusk, the w'ater 
rose and fell on the beach, the bonfires gleamed, 
and all round were people with whom he w’ould 
still try to be friends. 

By degrees, however, he became quite intoxi- 
cated, not with the couple of glasses of soda 
water he had drunk, but wdth this girl, with the 
dancing, with all the light dresses, and .with the 
blessed feeling of being free, free at last from 
everything painful in the world. The infinite 
horizon disappeared from his mind, the ubiquit- 
ousness of his thoughts closed in ; nothing w’as 
left but they two, they two, borne upon broad, 
golden waves of sound. He threw his head 
back, and held the young girl a little closer to 
him; the measure seemed to become more 
lingering, and they danced to a secret rhythm of 
their o^vn while ever3dhing round them vanished. 
Man at play is divine, and he was now sheer 
delight in the great forgetfulness. Eve ! What 
a little name ! It is like a bunch of white flowers ! 

People stood round and watched them, 
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whispered together and laughed. Now they 
were the only couple on the floor, and it seeroe 
as if they were never going to leave off. 

La^vyer Gundahl was standing at the long 
table with a glass in his hand and in an elevated 
mood. “ mat ! ” he exclaimed, adjusting his 
spectacles to look at the two who were dancing. 
“ I thought that man there was only a gramo- 
phone, but just look I he’s really a human 
being! ” 

The feeling among the gentlemen of the town 
had been rather uncertain on account of ' the 
inclusion of this revolutionist among the guests ; 
but the wine and the dancing had so enlarged all 
minds, that they were ready to forgive all the 
world, and Lan^y^er Gundahl suddenly jumped 
up on to a form and tapped his glass, saying : 
“ Ladies and gentlemen ” 

When Harold made his way out of the circle 
udth his partner on his arm, a j'oung man came 
\rp to him and said : “ Dr. Mark, you must 
re^Uy come up to the table, for Lawyer Gundahl 
is mb king a speech for 5’’ou,” 

“ ItN^vould be better if he came and danced,” 
was ail ^he reply Harold made as he went on. 
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He wanted to do a little love-making among the 
rocksj and perhaps find an ox-eye daisy to 
decorate his ladj^-love with. 

“ Now, Eve, why do you laugh at me all the 
time like that? ” 

“ My name isn’t Eve, and moreover ,we 
haven’t dropped titles, though that may come in 
time ; and besides it’s so funny that you don’t 
recognise me at all.” 

“ Recognise you? Have I met you before? ” 

“ I’m in the State Telegraph Office, and I 
don’t know how many times you’ve come to me 
and handed in telegrams.” 

With the first rays of the morning sun the 
steamer came in among the rocks again. The 
party had been so successful that the younger 
people continued dancing on deck while others 
sat wrapped up in shawls, leaning against the 
railing and trjdng to sleep. 

By nine o’clock the steamer had reached the 
town, and half an hour later Harold was far out 
along the shore, batlnng. He lay on his back 
out there, and let himself drift. Little wavelets 
washed about his ears, and he rose and fell on 
the fresh, smooth surface. 
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All, he still felt so light and free. He could 
look at sky and mountain without at the same 
time thinking of a thousand other things. A 
solitar}'^ strip of snow still lay up there on a 
mountain-top and blushed in the sun ; and two 
little houses on a green patch hung upon the 
steep mountain side like a picture on a .wall. And 
here he lay. Could he at last succeed in making 
the world small roimd him? He ought to have 
a wife and children, but it would have to be a 
wife w'ho would go with him to protest 
meetings against the massacres in Euev, ha, ha I 
“ Thora!’’ he said to himself. “ I w'onder if 
you’re still in Paris ! Have you really two little 
ones? I wnnder if he is good to j'^ou. So the 
little girl with the red hair last night w'as not 
called Eve, but Elina. Would she marry me, 
I wonder? To-morrow .we’re going for a walk 
together, she and I.”' 

He turned over and swam in towards land; 
but before going to the hospital he w'eht home 
to get a cup of coffee and see if the foreign mail 
had "arrived. 


Chapter XV 


It was a strange day for Ivar Holtli when he 
dressed himself to go and begin work at his new 
post at the hospital. Yesterday l>e was a dock- 
labourer and the laughing-stock of every one; 
to-day he was going to walk through the town 
again as a well-dressed man, and hoK would he 
manage it? YTien he lay on the ground, 
people’s laughter and scorn were matters of 
indifference to him ; but now, in these clothes, 
with this new position, he had risen into another 
atmospheric stratum, and the desire to udn 
again the esteem of others was awakened. He 
knew, however, that everybody was angry wdlh 
Dr. Mark for having given him the appoint- 
ment, and he dreaded having to go out and meet 
the stony glances from those hundreds of eyes. 
It was as if he were not sure whether his knees 
would manage to bear him. 

Captain Harrang had many friends, and he 
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was now applying for his removal from the 
town. His wife was the beauty of the district, 
and the gentlemen were going to lose her. This 
was his, Holth’s, fault. It was said that she 
scarceh' dared walk in the street any longer, and 
that again was his fault. Very well, but they 
might set their minds at rest now ; he ^vas done 
\nth all that nonsense. He now had only one 
thought, and that was that his benefactor, Dr. 
Mark, should not be disappointed. 

He came out of his room into the sitting-room 
in his blue suit and white collar. His sister was 
sitting sewing by the window, and raised her 
head and smiled at him. The children stopped 
in their play and cried ; “ Oh, Uncle Ivar ! 
What are you so fine for?” He patted the 
children on the head and his sister on the cheek, 
and went towards the door, where he suddenly 
sank on to a chair. 

“ ^\Tiat’s the matter?” asked his sister as she 
half rose. 

“ Oh, nothing!” he said, drawing his hand 
N^cross his forehead, and trjdng to laugh. “ It’s 
so Grange that~that this is me.” He 
ookea ^ himself, then rose suddenlj', said 



The Face oj the World 


219 


good morning, and went out. In the passage 
he put on his straw hat, took his coat upon his 
ann and his stick in his hand, but had to stand 
at the door for a minute to pull himself together 
again before he went out to meet the hundreds 
of eyes. 

It was a beautiful day. It had rained in the 
night, but the sun was just beginning to shine. 
The sound of a steamer whistle came from the 
harbour, and a three-master was tacking across 
tlic bay to get out into tlie open. It was the 
hour when people left their homes for the olBce 
or shop in the town. In former days Ivar Holth 
had had many acquaintances among the younger 
members of the commercial class ; but when he 
drove a baker’s cart he had kept his head down 
when he passed them, so as to save them from 
having to recognise him. But to-day? Would 
they know him again? Would their faces smile 
and as it were welcome him back? Or .would 
they shut themselves up and indicate that it 
would never be of any use for him to try and 
rise again? 

So he started on- his walk. He met the old 
town-magistrate, and took off his hat mth a 
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Ivar knew tMs was intended as an encourage- 
ment, and he smiled; but it did him good 
nevertheless. If only the doctor would praise 
him out in the town too ! It would feel like a 
counter-move, and it might even reach- — her. 
Her? Was he really still thinking about Fru 
Harrang? No, hang it I He had done .udth 
that nonsense nowl It was only that she was 
going away — away from the town ! 

He grew. busy. It was splendid to have 
plenty to do, for then he had not time to think ; 
but everj" day he had to run the gauntlet going 
to and from his home. Dr. Prahl’s e\dl 
prophecy seemed to gaze at him out of everj^ 
eye. He was dangerous. He would end with 
murder or incendiarism. It was almost as if the 
to-^sTi wanted it, and as if this mil entered into 
him and almost became his o-wn. Oh! this 
town’s contorted face ! How evilly it glared 
into his mind ! He actually felt a desire to let 
it gain its point; he felt something within him 
that wanted to yield to and humour it. If he 
had only had something with -which to resist, 
some faithful friends or a jvife ! There was the 
doctor, of course ; but one man beside you when 
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your knees are weak and you have to face the 
whole world, is not enough. 

He had his father, however, the old parish 
clerk, out on the island Askoen, to write to and 
tell of his good fortune. He also began to 
borrow books from Dr. Mark. Then there was 
his sister, whom he would soon be able to help 
to get into a sanatorium. But above all there 
was the necessity of not disappointing the doctor. 
All this was certainly worth a struggle, and he 
would make it succeed. 

A group of gentlemen were standing talking 
outside the grocer’s shop. They were Dr. Prahl, 
Consul Mohn, Pastor Larsen and La's\7'er 
Gundahl. 

“Shi” said the la\vyer, as Dr. Mark and the 
new steward went by on the other side of the 
street. 

Pastor Larsen Avas a small, pale man with 
eager gestures, and Avore spectacles. 

“ So those are the tAvo?” he said. 

“ Precisely,” said the laAvj^er. “ Those are 
the tAvo.” 

“ Ye-es,” said Dr. Prahl, looking another 
Avay, with heightened colour. Of late he had 
become excited at the mere sight of Ivar Holthi 
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hopelessly in love with another man’s wife, has 
made himself ridiculous. Another man, who 
tries to help the poor fellow up again, and 
openly confesses that he does it through faith in 
mankind, makes people prick up their ears. 
What? In reality it is what is preached in 
church, and it is beautiful and sublime; but 
then someone laughs, then two more, and then 
they all see that they must save themselves from 
becoming ridiculous, and so thej’^ all join in. 
Then came La^vyer Gundahl’s remark about the 
chimpanzee. This ran from house to house, and 
even serious people could not help laughing 
aloud. Then when they met Holth in the 
street, they could not possibly help staring at 
him. There came the animal ! The two doctors 
were pla 5 dng, as it were, for this man ; which 
of them would win? Dr. Prahl was a highly- 
esteemed man ; Dr. Mark’s coming had been an 
offence to the town, and he was now regarded as 
a renegade even among the labour and prohibi- 
tion parties. Which of them would win? W ell, 
,we shall see ! It is less ridiculous to hold with the 
one who prophesies evil. lust look at the 
fellow 1 Here he comes 1 Could any one doubt 
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that Dr. Prahl is right? What are you keeping 
us waiting for? You may just as well throw off 
your mask to-day ; we can see through you, and 
we shall be on our guard. It shall not be said, 
at any rate, that we have had any fellowship with 
you! 

From that time a watch was kept on the man. 
His Avords and actions were explained — in a 
manner; and he himself felt it when he went 
through the town, felt it as if he were breathing 
in an atmosphere so sultry that he had 
continually to wipe the moisture from his 
forehead. 

One day in the beginning of August, Ivar 
came home looking very important, and stand- 
ing in the middle of the room he slapped his 
breast-pocket and said to his sister : “ What do 
jfou think I have here, my dear?” 

“ Have you got your salaiy now?” 

He nodded, took out his pocket-book, and 
waved some large notes before her eyes. “ What 
do you think this is for?” 

“You need a suit of clothes perhaps?” 

“ Oh, you think so, do you? No, my dear; 
you’re going to a sanatorium. Dr. Mark had 
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word to-day Lliat there’s room for you now at 
Rckna^s. so you’re going to-morrow.” 

“ Going? Are you still keeping on with that 
nonsense that there’s something tlic matter with 
me?” 

“ You’re going to-morrow,” he repeated as 
he pul the money back into his pocket. 

“ Now, Ivar, do you really mean that I’m to 
go away and leave my four children?” 

“ I’ve got hold of a trustworthy woman to 
come and look after both the ehildren and me.” 

The battle continued as the day svent on. It 
ended by her taking out the children’s things 
and beginning to look them over. The little 
ones stood with their fingers in their mouths, and 
asked her what she was crying for. Going away ? 
Was she going away? Oh, then they would go 
too ! The little boy with tlie golden curls 
stretched out his arms and wanted to go at once. 

In the evening, when everything was at last 
quiet, she sat down beside the little beds and 
looked at the four rogues with their eyes closed. 
To-morrow another w'oman w'ould undress them. 

Afterwards she sat by the window in the 
sitting-room, looking out, her pale face tinged 
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with red from the flaming evening sky in the 
west. 

And Ivar — if he did not even believe her — ah, 
how would things go with him ? 

On the following day the little party went 
down to the quay, she herself ciirrying the 
youngest bo)% and the three other children 
^walking between Ivar and the stranger who was 
now to be both sister and mother for a time. 

When the steamer moved away from the quay, 
the pale young woman stood leaning upon the 
railing, trying to stifle her weeping and cough- 
ing with her handkerchief, and the little group 
that was left standing on the pier waved and 
waved, while the little boy screamed because he 
had not been allowed to go with his mother. 

But Ir’ar was to experience a fresh emotion 
before he went home. He had let the children 
and the housekeeper go on in front wlrile he 
wandered a little way along the shore, rvhen 
round one of the landing-stages a woman in a 
white cloak and bro^vn veil came towards him. 
It was — ^it was Fm Harrang ! 

She stopped suddenly, and he did the same, 
and then quickly took off his hat. She drew 
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nearer with an embarrassed smile and held out 
her hand; but the next moment she looked 
round. Was lliere an3'one .watching them? 

“ I haven’t had an opportunity o£ con- 
gratulating you on the new appointment j’’et,” 
she said. “ But I’ve been so glad that things 
are beginning to go so well for you.” 

“ Thank you veiy much!” He smiled and 
put on his hat. 

“ And now we all hope that jrou’ll behave 
sensibly. You will, won’t you? You must 
promise me you nnll.” 

Are you going awaj', Fm Harrang?” 

“ Yes, in about a month, I think. My 
husband’s got a post in Stavanger, and it’ll be 
best for all parties. Good-bye then, and don’t 
forget what I’ve asked of j’ou.” 

He was left standing and looking after her- 
She was charming, as charming as ever. She 
had blushed ivhen she looked at him, had pressed 
his hand and smiled up at him. In spite of 
evei-ything ! 

But she was going away ! 

That evening he moved his bed into the 
children’s room, so that they would settle down 
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quietly without their mother ; and he lay listening 
to their gentle breathing. Suppose their mother 
never came back any more; then these four 
would have no one in the world but him. 

But she was going away I 

“ And j'ou?” he said to himself. “ Can you 
bear all the evil in this town when it’s no longer 
for her sake? You still love her. You think of 
her every day. When you tie your tie in the 
morning, it is with the thought of possibly 
meeting her. You dream of being allowed to 
carry a basket home for her just once more. 
She is the holy temple in your mind, now, 
always, for ever. But she is going away, and 
then the town will be nothing but an icehouse 
for you. You cannot go after her, and here 
there will be at any rate the memory of her. 
But the town %vill stone you. And she is going 
away, going away, going away!” 

Go to sleep now, children! Mother is all 
right. 
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the rahhle in the face ; for you’re more capable 
than all of them put together, hang it ! Come 
along ! ” 

The little Nordland boat with her high prow 
and stern, white sheer-strakes and tanned square- 
sail, looked like a foreign bird among the large 
sliips. She shot out across the bay, the water 
foaming up her bow. Harold sat at the rudder, 
his sou’wester down over his ears, and long sea- 
boots up over his thighs, and mth a pipe in his 
mouth. It reminded him of his life in Finmark. 
How often he had sailed out like this to a light- 
house where a young girl sat watching for him at 
a window I That ^vas long ago. That was when 
he saw all the world in the light of himself. Now 
everything was reversed, and he had become 
nurse to a man who, he thought, should be able 
to help himself, if once he were placed by a quick 
movement upon his feet. 

Ivar sat forward on a thwart, with his soft cap 
pulled down OA^er his ears, and his face screwed 
up against the wind and Avater. He Avas from 
Askden, and had, so to speak, groAvn up in 
boats. But his eyes looked so sleepless in his pale 
face, and he smiled all the time like a man 
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witliout will, withoxit peace of mind, without 
confidence in himself. No, thought Harold, he 
could not leave hold of him. It was true it had 
nothing to do with him, but he had taken him on 
his shoulders, and for very shame he must try to 
carry him out. Could he? Suppose he could 
not even manage as much as that 1 

“ Loose the lack there! Look out! We’re 
going over! That’s it! Make the sail fast! 
You know the knot, I see. Well done ! ” 

As the sun went down, the islands rose 
copper-red out of a greenish-blue choppy sea, 
the last spray-besprinkled islet was left behind, 
and the open sea unfolded its green surface, 
which looked as though it were rolling up into 
a. yellow strip of sky in the west. Against this 
yellow strip could be seen a solitary steamer with 
her trailing smoke. Twilight began to fall. The 
sun had disappeared. The boat went more 
slowly; they were cutting through a shoal of 
herrings, and the .water seethed with shining 
little tails, while in the air above a flock of 
gulls were screaming distractedly over such 
abundance. 

It jvas almost dark when they landed on a 
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little island where multitudes ® ? vasioQ 

raised a chorus of protests against t e ^ 

of their kingdom by strangers. 

leaped on to the beach, drew up 

began to carrj'^ ashore the necessaries ^ 

Ivar brought the kettle full of water • 
armful of dr}’^ wood, and in a short ^ 
fire was burning on the shore and 
sitting one on each side of it watching f ® 
which was suspended over it. Far away to 
west a beam of light shot up every now and aga 
from the horizon over the dark surface o 
water ; and this time it was neither from sai m 
vessel nor steamer, but the light eon 
Simlingen Lighthouse. 

IVIen become comrades beside a fire such 
this. They drown the sound of the waves, 
breaking on the shore udth their talk and 
laughter. “ Look out, you duff er ! It’s boiling 
over. “Now, don’d; upset the cream I 

Just open that tin of anchovies ! ” “ What s 
become of the butter? ” “ Here’s the green 

, cheese.” “ The bread’s in the basket.” 
ats.. good for Ivar to be scolded a little? 

' talk about all sorts of things, and to be out in 


to 
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such weather in this great realm of ocean and. 
birds of the ocean. It distributed the emotion 
in his mind. If one has a sore place in one’s 
mind, one’s thoughts are always rubbing against 
it, and it hurts, hurts unbearably. But now his 
ideas were dancing about in other regions of his 
head, and he saw them and smiled, and thought 
it was well that the sore place could escape for 
a moment. Then they ate their supper, resting 
on their elbows. The coffee tasted delicious. 
Then pipes were lighted. It was quite dark 
now, but from the sea in the east, a golden 
line emerged slowly, growing wider until it 
looked like half a shining coin ; and soon there 
lay a broad bridge of moonlight across the 
waves. ' 

They put on their ulsters and lay do^vn on the 
sand, both looking at this bridge from the sky to 
them, ^vith the waves rising and falling in it. 
Dry seaweed crackled under their heads. Now 
and then a puff of wind came and drew a shower 
of sparks from their pipes. It was the end of 
August, and far out at sea in the mild evening 
air. 

Holth would have liked to move nearer to iris 

Q 
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companion, but a feeling of respect kept him 
back. The doctor %vas silent, his mind occupied 
.with thoughts that he wanted to keep to himself. 
If only he could have gone close to him, thought 
Holth, and confided everything to him, asked 
his advice and help against the terrible thoughts 
that often frightened him ; but one cannot talk 
to others about what is really private and con- 
cerns one’s destiny. They will only laugh. He 
had met her again to-day, and she .was more 
beautiful than ever ; but she did not seem to 
notice his greeting, and that hurt him and gave 
him so much to ponder over. But if he sppke 
of it, others would laugh. Nonsense, they would 
say. So he must be silent and shut it in, so that 
no one could see that he was thinking about it 
continually. It is the sore place that has been 
raw and bleeding for so long that it has mortified, 
so to speak. Then there was the tonm, whose 
gaze forced an evil will into him, and wanted 
him to decamp with the money, or kill some- 
body, or> set fire to something. He would soon 
be unablX to do othenvise than let them gain 
their poin^ He must give way in order to 
obtain peacc*> But talk about it? And to one 
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so superior as Dr. Mark? Oh, no! Hide it, 
hide it .well ! There might be much to say on 
the subject of how things would go with him 
■when she was gone ; but he must be silent. 
would listen to it without laxighing at him ? He 
must be silent and think about it and shut him- 
self out from the whole world so as to think 
deeply about all this. And here he lay far out 
at sea, in the company of an able man, and yet 
he Avas quite alone in all the world. 

“What arc you thinking about?” asked 
Harold, turning to him. 

“ I’m sleepy. I almost think I Avas asleep.” 

Harold looked at his outstretched form with 
his ulster buttoned up to his chin and his eyes 
closed. The firelight flickered over his thin face, 
showing nervous movements about his mouth. 
Oh, indeed 1 Did he think lie could make him 
believe he was asleep ! 

“ Now, here’s a young capable, good fellow,” 
thought Harold, “ but some mouse or other has 
set itself to gnaw at his life’s root. Can I help 
him? Here’s a human being who’s unhappy. 
Am I not a doctor? I could prescribe a treat- 
ment, write a prescription, select a knife, or — or 
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suggest social re-moulding, a better distribu- 
tion of food and dwelling — ^^rould that help 
him? Or I could preach a new religion, and 
point to a man hanging upon a cross, who died 
for him — ^u’ould that help him? 

“ He is only a human being, not an idea, not 
a principle, not a party; he is only a human 
being. Can I help ? 

“ Is it worth while spending so much of mj'’ 
time on this fellow? Nurse! A bad word, I 
can’t let go of liim in any case. 

“ You’ve come so far,” he said to himself. 
“ "V ou ploughed through so many books, listened 
to so many professors, went abroad and saw and 
learned still more, you wandered through palaces 
of art, and lived in a poor neighbourhood and 
felt yourself called, and believed in systems and 
theories and gospels. You’ve come through all 
that now, and here you’ve reached the human 
being. Can jmci help a single being who is 
unhappy? You, who are tormented by the 
feeling that your conscience encircles the entire 
world, while you are helpless and can improve 
nothing — you have at any rate a human being 
beside you. Do you believe in man? Do you 
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believe that there’s so much of the divine in him 
as to make it worth a battle, help, a sacrifice? 

“ Don’t despise a single human being! He 
is made of the same material as mankind in 
general. The infinite world is mirrored in the 
small. You, who want to take ever)' one with 
you on the way to the great dawn, help that 
man! ” 

Harold lay staring into the darkness and the 
sky, and forgot to fill his pipe. 

But what had happened to the sea? It had 
become a scene of living lights and shadows. A 
large cloud was still on fire towards the south, 
and kept a strip of sea as bright as copper. In 
the west, long gleams of light darted out 
of the bridge of gold every time a wave lifted 
its head in the moonlight. The waves were 
dancing with the night and with the moon. 
The sea was holding a special festival of light 
that night. 

“ Even if you could help that man,” he went 
on to himself, “ you would have to change the 
Avhole toAvn too. He is an echo of the couple of 
thousand soub in there, as you are of the world. 
Take him by the hand ! .Go Avith him toAvards 
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he was no longer able to resist. One after 
another the things to which he had clung gave 
way ; the doctor was the last. If people took 
him for a chimpanzee, they should have what 
they wanted. 

But the children! 

Oh, if he could only sleep ! What would he 
not give to be a child himself ! There they lay 
in their patched nightgowns, dreaming perhaps 
of their mother. 

He felt himself so strangely unworthy to sit 
beside them. He was defiled wth the mire in 
which the town had plunged him, last of all 
Dr. Mark. It would never do for him to be 
with these little ones every day, to have them 
climbing on to his knee, putting their arms 
round his neck, and calling him Uncle. No, no, 
it would never do ! 

And it was not easy to say what might happen 
now. 

To-mori’ow he would send the housekeeper 
wdth all four out to Askoen to his old father, 
^^ho lived in a little cottage there on his pension 
as parish clerk. There they would be safe 
whatever happened. 
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Perhaps then it was the last evening he would 
sit beside their beds .where they la}'^ sleeping 
safely and happily. There was nothing to be 
done abovt that. 

The next morning he dressed as usual, and in 
the afternoon he went with the children and the 
housekeeper down to the ship that was to talce 
them out to Askeien. The stonn had abated 
somewhat, and the distance was not great. 

“ My father has written for them,” he said 
to the woman ; and he handed her a good sum 
of money to be given to the old man. “ Good- 
bye, children!” And he kissed them all 
four, and gave each of them a packet of good 
things. 

When they were gone he set out for the 
hospital, but on arrival there turned away 
wthout going in. He could not bring himself 
to see the doctor again, and he did not know 
what would happen if he met him in the street. 
He wandered shout among the hiUs at the back 
of the town, looking at the white horses in the 
bay, and letting the rain beat in his face. When 
he got home at dusk there was nothing to eat, 
and no one in the house, and all the rooms were 
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Here and there a ^“^^^’Tefeatet 

down the stairs and to telephone Tue. 1 

all over the town. 



Chajyter XX 


There was an abundance of inflammable 
materials at the chemist’s. The barrels of 
spirit and ether caught fire, and gigantic flames 
rose into the air accompanied by reports. The 
west wind was readj' to carry the sparks about, 
and before the fire-engines arrived, half the 
block of buildings was in flames. 

It grew light in all the narrow alleys where 
half-dressed people began to run about in 
distress, one, in her bewilderment, cairying a 
chair, another with a child wrapped up in a 
blanket ; and all over the town there were cries 
for wife, husband, mother, or money. Up the 
hill, where as yet only volumes of smoke were 
rolling in, furniture was being dragged out into 
the street — bedding, pictures and butter-tubs, 
one on the top of the other ; but the next 
moment there was a shower of burning frag- 
ments, and every one dropped what he held in 
his hand and fled. 


285 


308 


The Face of the World 


“ I sent it yesterday,” said his mother, rising. 

“Mother!” said Harold, holding out his 
hand again. “ To-day you’re to go out for a 
drive. I’ve ordered a sledge. You can put ray 
fur coat on the top of yours. Don’t say no ! 
It’ll do you so much good.” 



Chapter XXII 


There .were now two women whose only 
thought was to do Harold Mark good. 

Sister Alma was not often in his room, but he 
heard her step about the house, and it was a 
pleasantly quiet step, and there was a har- 
' moniousness about her manner that made it 
soothing to know that she was near. 

There was a piano in the dining-room, which 
Avas next to Harold’s room, and up to the 
present it had been torture to him Avhenever any 
one sat doAvn to play there, hfow it was 
different. In the long, moonlight evenings 
Sister Alma sat there and let forth golden 
streams of sound, that jvere for him, and him 
only. 

He did not know that every time she seated 
herself at the piano there was some&ing definite 
she wanted to try; but she never had the 
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courage, although she had practised it eveiy daj^ 
of late. 

His mother began to look cheerful when she 
came into his room, and she had so many 
amusing stories to tell. It was as though she 
exerted herself to show him little glimpses of a 
world that was so much brighter than the one 
into which he lay gazing. It moved him, almost 
to tears. He really felt he would like to get up 
and help her, so that she should not strive' in 
vain. 

One evening, at about six, he was lying as 
usual on his bed, ndth his hands under his head. 
The lamp had not been lighted, but the moon 
shone through the frozen ndndow-panes on to 
the floor. The stove was burning, and in, the 
next room he heard Sister Alma seat herself at 
the piano, and after a few preliminary chords 
begin to play. 

Harold closed his ej’^es. This music brought 
scenes before his mind’s eye. He had had so 
much time to lie and look into 'himself, and act 
plays in his head. Now the walls glided away, 
and he once more began to wander about in a 
strange throng. 
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There comes Dr. Prahl and all the wise ones. 
Dreamer, he says. Reality has no room for 
dreamers- Belief in mankind — well, see if that 
is not a crime ! Just see how it went ! 

Harold saw the burning town, and began to 
tremble. Sister Alma played on. 

That is right. Dreams are a erime. Realities 
are money, robber}', police, prisons and war. 
The rest is nonsense. You who try to take- a 
share in ever}'thing that happens, you with the 
jwounded, bleeding world’s-conscience, you 
stretch yourself upon the cross and suffer and 
bleed like a fool. You help no one. Reality 
continues its course. 

With that world-picture you are to get up 
and begin to live. 

Faith ! Veiy well. The only thing that can 
save me is faith. Faith in what? In an 
invisible ruler, who in his ydsdom lets the world 
go as it goes. 

In progress? In mankind? "What am I to 
believe in.? 

Thank you ! Now she has stopped in there. 
Kot even she and her music can tell me what I 
am really to believe. 
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There was silence for a moment, and then she 
began again. "What? Surely he knew that! 
It was — yes, it was Beethoven, and the piano 
arrangement of the Ninth Symphony. Would 
she get through it? 

Cautiously and hesitatingly her hands seemed 
to touch the sacred thing ; but she went on, and 
began, a little fearfully, but always gaining in 
freedom, to unfold that universal hymn, .which 
brings together all the races of mankind to 
rejoice in life. 

Harold lay pulling his moustache and smiling 
ironically. But he was so curiously anxious to 
see whether she could manage it. He knew that 
her heart was beating with fear that she might 
be playing in vain now too. It was as though 
she came towards him in white vestal robes, and 
held out to him a bowl of sacred fire. 

Would she stumble? He closed his eyes. He 
.wanted to stretch out his hands and help her. 

Ah, that man has lived ! He who created that 
music has walked this earth — ^like you ! Have 
you included him in your world-picture? Is it 
no comfort to you that he has lived? 

And the others — are there not more? 


The Face of the World 


313 


You see only tlie millions of Judas-souls .witli 
steel and blood and money and betrayal — ^those 
who prophesj' evil and are right always. But 
are there not others besides them ? 

Do you see that monk from the plains of 
Iran, sitting under a tree and dreaming the 
dream of mankind ? Has he lived in vain ? And 
the others? 

A slave rises in Rome with a star on his brow ; 
one of his disciples becomes emperor of the 
world. In Judoea the son of a carpenter stands 
with some fishermen round him, and takes water 
out of a well. Over the Italy of the Renaissance 
rises a figure with a chisel in his hand; in 
England a poet builds himself a Avorld-throne ; 
and in France there stands an old man with 
toothless mouth, holding aloft a torch Avhose 
light flashes down through all the ages. Is 
it no consolation to you that these men have 
lived? 

They were dreamers like you. You are 
nothing, but you may surely bojv down to them. 
They carried a world-picture in their breast, of 
which they Avanted to knoAv the meaning— -like 
you. They Avere poAverless against an armour- 
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plated world — like j’ou. They suffered on a 
world-cross — ^like you. 

They were dreamers, and 3^ct they are the 
torch-bearers in the procession of mankind ; and 
it is o%\dng to them that there is not night over 
the earth. 

Perhaps a dreamers’ daj^ may come, when 
judgment will be pronounced upon all the wse 
men who alwa3’^s prophesied evil and .were always 
right. 

Do you see a workman coming with a plank 
on his shoulder and a spade in his hand to the 
scene of a recenf fire? What is he doing? He 
is not thinlcing, is not suffering, he is only 
beginning to work, to clear up, to build up 
again. Do you know who this workman is? 
Suppose he were a brother of that diwne ^vizard 
who had to use an ear-trumpet to hear whether 
the piano was in tune with the world-harmonies 
with which his soul was fiUed — ^he who, for all 
his poverty, could afford to fling the Ninth 
S 3 mphony out over the world. 

Is there no consolation for 5^ou in all this? 

Harold lay still, his e3'es closed and his hands 
clasped beneath his head, his breathing slow and 
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deep, while great billows of gladness rolled over 
him under Sister Alma’s gentle hands ; and at 
last he turned and hid his face in the pillow, his 
shoulders heaving with his sobs. 
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